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ADVERTISEMENT, 


HE Author thinks it neceſſary to inform the Reader, that 
theſe Por Ms (a Few. excepted. 9 were written before he 
arrived at his Seventeenth Year: Chance, mite than Care or any 


Intention of publiſhing them, preſerved them from the fate that 
other manuſcript Progu@iogs of his 1 outh underwent : VIS. That 
of being loſt or ſo ppreſt—If therefore an Apology is neceſſary t to 
vindicate the Step he now takes, he can with truth alledge the 
carneſt Solicitation of ſome reſpeRable Friends, whom Partiality, 


or a deſire of ſerving him, prevented perhaps from judging with 


their uſual Accuracy and Taſte.—Senſible as he is, that the ſame 


Motives cannot influence all his Subſcribers; he yet relies upon 
their Candour: Good - Nature will grant Indulgence, where Judg- 
ment muſt withhold Applauſe Should their Deciſion however 
prove unfavourable, he can receive. it with Tranquillity : More 
ambitious to preſerve a moral than a poetical Character, he will 
always be content to have his Readers 2 his 5 * 


they eſteem his Heart. 
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Vis. Melancholy, wy 12. The Inſtallation Ode, p. 22. Verſes to the Memory 7 


of Gen, Wolfe, p. 35. And Elegy on the. 1 of en Church, p. 48. 
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NIGH T, an Or. 


LOW down the Weſt, Day's golden Orb retires 
To bathe in Ocean its declining beams! 
A fainter Red the glowing Ether fire, 
And dewy Night her calm dominion claims; 
With fable wings yon bluſhing Sky invades, | 
And ou a deeper Gloom o'er all the Tengthen'd Shades! 
II. | 8 
No more the View detains th enraptur'd Sight, 
But Miſts condenſing drown-the ſpacious Plain ! ! 
Yon Spires ſcarce glimmer with departing light, 
And Darkneſs ruſhes'o'er the rural Scene; 
While pleas d the Peaſants from their labour hie, 
Bleſs Ewning's friendly Star, and to the Cottage fly ! 
5 All 


6 


„ 
5 16 . 
All Nature reſts— The Breeze forgets to blow! 
No Sound wakes Echo from her moſſy bed! 
With gentler lapſe the languid Currents flow, 


And Sleep and Silence round their poppies ſhed ! 
Thy notes alone, ſweet plaintive Philomel, 
Soothe the lone Hermit's ear, and lure him fron his Cell kl 
And ſee, bright Cynthia from th! etherial Steep. 
l On ev'ry Mountain ſheds a ſolemn gleam ! 
Her trembling Glories paint the wat ry Deep, 
And add new luſtre to the filver Stream; 
Along whoſe banks at Midnight's witching hour 
(So way-ward Fancy dreams) aerial Beings pour l. 
Now beams the Hour to Contemplation kind, 
When Truth conducts her o'er th' affecting Scene !: 
Exalts to Heav'n the philoſophic Mind. 
And bids Compoſure o er the Paſſions .reign ! 
Thrice happy State, when dawns fair Wiſdom's day, 
| Dawns.on the calmer breaſt, . and. darts th' all-chearing ray. 
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1 
Hail awful Goddeſs, Star- inveſted Nicht, 
With conſcious joy I court thy ſilent ſway! 
Though unattir'd in robes of gaudy Light 
And idle Splendours of deluſive Day! 
Thy wiſh'd Approach. more pleaſing Death grace, . 
Mild Contemplation, Thought, and Heav'n-deſcended Peace 
| Soft falls thy Veil on pa Woes, | 
And calms indulgent ev'ry riſing Sigh; 
| Ofer ruſtic Labour breathes a deep repoſe, 
And ſeals at length Ambition's watchful eye: 
Diſarms the rage of fell Diſcaſe and Pain, 
And binds the fetter'd Captive in a gentler Chain! 
ee , 5 
"Tis thine to bid the letter'd Student pore 
O'er grave Antiquity's inſtructive page, 
Unlock to view each Author's ſacred ſtore, 
And pleas'd, enjoy the Labours of an Age! 
Thus Virgil ſtudied, ere his Troy he Ar rr | 
Thus ToLLY form 'd the Tae his Patriot-Tongue). 
B @& * 


e . 
3233 $%% 


T 4 3 
IX. - 


Thy ſtarry Mantle o'er Olympus ſpread ' 
With num'rous gems reflects the Maker's ſe: : 
Each Orb from Light's eternal Fountain fed 
In mute Devotion pours ti inceſſant rays! 
Silence, how eloquent! and Praiſe, ſincere ! 


And canſt thou, impious Man, the rapt'rous Vow forbear? 


X. | 
| Shall Nature raiſe her Incenſe-breathing Voice 
Io hail the All-Beneficent on high? 
Shall Seraph-Bards in endleſs hymns rejoice, 
And Thou alone th' indebted Thanks deny? 
With Eye unmov'd ſuch great Examples ſee? 


Nor wilt thou Lux for Him, who gracious DIED for Thee? 


XI. 
Exalted Kindneſs claims a juſt return, 
But what return can wretched Mortals make ? 
What tho' with Gratitude, -with Love they burn, 4 
Vain is their Pow'r, and all their Grandeur weak ! 
In vain their Sacrifice wou'd Heay'rt invite; "4 


Oblations bribe it not, nor ſumptuous Shrines delight! 


Know 


7A 


A Er 
P 
* 2 * ww 2 
WM 


— So |. N 
J 279% RE 
SS oof CU ENTS 
COW; 8 kt 
Ls 7 4 * * 
* 4 > — £7 7 


_ 1 
. 
Know Fools, tis Innocence that Heavn requires, 
The Tear o'er Miſery benignly ſhed! 
Religion's chaſte, yet never- dying fires, | 
And Hope ſoft-ſmiling on Death's gloomy bed, 
While Faith, bright Seraph, to Reflection's eye 
Paints heav 'n-deſcended Scenes and endleſs Extaſy ! 
8 
Such joys thy Suppliant grant, propitious Power! 
Unknown to Buſineſs and the venal Throng! 
To ſeck Retirement in ſome rural Bowr, 
Dor yet inglorious breathe the moral Song: 
There Health, Content, and letter'd Eaſe ſhall ſhine, > 
There Hymen crown his Bard, and render Celia mine 
XIV. ; 
There too, hou Fate g irrevocable doom 
Shall lay me ſilent in fepulchral Clay, 
With tears Philander ſhall bedew my Tomb, 
And grace my Manes with the penſive Lay; 
With pious ſorrow o'er my Aſhes mourn, 
And Peace light-wave her pinions round the Poet's Urn! 
ELE G * 
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E LE GV on the Death of a Wire. 
Perfruitur lacrymis, et amat pro Conjuge luctum! Luca. 


WS 
| H Heav'n! She's gone-—Theſe. Eyes beheld her die! 
Theſe trembling Lips receiv'd her parting Breath! 


On me ſhe fix d her faint expiring Eye, 
And ſighing out my Name, reſign'd to Death! 
Look there that fatal Bed-—-DiſtraQtion ! There— 
| Burſt Heart, and give a wretched Huſband reſt! . 
Ah there ſhe lies, while Anguiſh, Grief, Deſpair 
Infix their Stings, and rend this bleeding Breaſt. 
E . 
My Love! my Life! And is it thus we part? 
Are theſe Rewards for Conſtancy and Truth? 
Thus art thou ſever d from Eraſto's Heart, 
*Midft all the pride and op ning bloom of Youth? 


W 


; Thy 


17 
Thy Friend's, thy Lover's, and thy Huſband's Flame! if 
(Alas fond Wretch, thoſe tender terms reſign!) 
Friend! Lover! Huſband! each endearing Name 
O0 pang to think 9 i is now —no longer thine l 
See, Hymen weeping veils his ſacred Fires 
And rends the drooping Garland from his Head! 
Farewell each Joy, that Friendſhip's pow'r inſpires, 
Farewell, chaſte Tranſports of the Marriage-Bed * 
C | VI. 
ah my Celia? She, that pallid Clay ? 
Are theſe the Lips I once with rapture preſs'd 7 
Ah where's the Cheek that glow'd with Moraing's Ray l. 
Ah where the ſnowy Whiteneſs of that Breaſt ! 
. 
Quench'd are thoſe Orbs in everlaſting Night, 
That once beam'd gently with celeſtial Day: 
Mute is that Tongue, whoſe Accents breath'd delight;. 
And ſweetly ſtole th attentive Heart away. 


E 
„ : 
But why lament frail Beauty's tranſient bloom, | 
| When brighter Charms alike ill-fated prove? 
A greater Triumph glads the ruthleſs Tomb, 
And Virtue claims the tribute due to Love! 
Fair was her Form, but fairer ſtill her Mind, 
And ev ry hour ſome winning grace diſplay d 
To juſt Eſteem, the ſceptre Love reſign d, 
And Reaſon 'bleſs' d the — that Paſſion 5 
| | X. | 
Yall in her Soul exalted Beauties reign'd ! 
| Soft filial Piety! unbounded Love! 
Wiſdom, true Wiſdom ! by no Malice ſtain'd, 
But bleſt with all the Meekneſs of the Dove! 
= 
Heroic Candou r, juſt to Merit s claim, 
That wea ves the chaplet for a Rival's brow; 
Sweet Modeſty, that bluſhing ſteals from Fame, 
Nor courts th applauſe that even Foes allow! 


[ a x 
XII. 
Unconquer'd Faith, that Sainſt Afflition's ans: 
Oppos'd the Glories of another Life! 
Vet ſtill the Duties of this humbler State 


* 
. 


: Diſcharg'd, TY in the San Ty forgot the Wire! r 
XIII. 
Ves! Thou Jul all my fondeſt Wiſh defird!”. 


My Bliſs, my Hopes were center d all in e 
With Thee they flouriſh d, and denen Baltes 
What's u dot Grief and Memory to! mer ; 
AV. 
Where'er my ſolitary Footſteps ene) Jo r bor 


Some well-known Objoctianelh awake : ww Woe! 
Not Time itſelf can wipe my tears av 


E * 
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Still Celia's image here will bid them EE 


XV. 
O that this Moment I nd ſhare thy Tomb W , i 
And i in thoſe i icy Arms encircled: lie! voll zel dig tral 


Together might we leni hate Gloves; glb o 1297 
Together wake into Etemity :? 
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Aſſiſt 


„ 
| XVI. BY : 
Aſſiſt me, Heav'n---Repel this raſh daſpair, pre 5 
| And let this Soul a nobler Conrfo' purſue! | 
My helpleſs Infants want a Mother's care, 
And ſhall 1 rob them ef a Father too? 
XVII. 
See, where anchaſdis) of their orphan' d ſtate, | 
The little Prattlers 'buſy ſpert around !:: 
With artleſs Innoeenes that welcomes Fats, 
And ſmiles upon the Hand which gives the Wound! | 
| XVII 
Ill-fated Pledges of Connubial Lovet-. Filer x 1 81 A7 
Yet ſtill fond Bycs, indulge che vii dr 
Still let theſe Arms a painful rapture prove, FR 40 
And in the Childyen,- cdaſp the Mother toe nals tt; 
O ſoothing Comfort,” Boſtafy of: Woe, Py 4 
That pitying Heav'n to loſt Draft gives) 
Yes! to indulgent Heav'n this Bliſb F owe, - 
That till my Celia in her Offspring ves! 


* 


6 


Look down propitious, ever-honour'd Shade, 


And ſee thy Children foray my Heart alone: 3 „„ 
Behold, to them the Debt I ow'd thee, paid, . 
And in the Father's love, the Huſband's own! 
Lo! here before Heavn's awful Throne I ſwear 
To keep from Hymen's chain for ever free 


This Heart, inſenſible to ev'ry Fair, 
Shall live alone to Sorrow, and to 'Fhee, 
Ah happier they, who umlivided ae 1 


Who in each-other's arms receive the Bio! 
Who calm, reſign' d, without one we 

Eſcape together from this Vale of Woe! bat: 
EIA! XXIII. . 
Vet Grief is mine and Mem'sy's ſad Delight! 

Yet each returning Day 1 2011 2100 
Nor Ev ning ſee enen Wight: 2 011 10 

* find me . ee 16 Celia s Urn! - dt ta 
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MELANCHOLY, a Poru. 


To the Memory of the late B— DP, Eſq; 
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Occi dit, et meriti i pe te refine bonores. STAT ius. 
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'HILST all- Things 'round me, wear -the — ſmile 
Of Diſſipation, and the giddy Crowd - | 
With oft- repeated Burſts of idiot Laughter | 
Swells the loud Riot of intemp rate Joy, 
Calm Reaſon turns abhotrent from the Scene 1nd] 
Of hated Folly, and eſcaping ſafe: Oo 
To the bleſt Influence of a purer Air 
Courts Meditation in her fflent Walks! d 25 IG 


Where art thou Mclancholy, gentle Pow'r? 
Come from th' embow'ring Wood, thy fav'rite Haunt, = 
Or from the Margin of yon weeping Rill | 
That thro' the Willow's intertwiſted Roots 
And Boughs dependin 9 ſteals with plaintive Murmur; 


1 
Or haply from the row r whoſe ivy d Brow 
Projects its Shade upon the gloomy Deep, 
Dark'ning its Frown! Or yet from Scenes more 8 
The lonely Ile with mould ring Trophies hung, LES 
And low-brow'd Vault, where reigns the double Night * 
Of Darkneſs and of Death! Auſpicious come | 
And hail this tranquil Hour, the Hour devoted 
To Thought and Thee: for lo! a deeper Red + 7 
TCrimſons the ſetting beam, and Evening mill 8 
Steals peaceful on the World! With aſpect ſweet 
The Goddeſs moves, and o'er the blooming Fields 
From her dun Plumage ſhakes ambroſial Dews, 
Prolific Moiſture! Ev'ry louder Gale 
Is huſh'd, and thro the panting leaves no Brcewe 
Is heard to whiſper, ſave the fragrant Breath 
Of Zephyr ſtealing to his Flora's arms! 


How wou'd Philoſophy enjoy this Hour, = 

Did not Grief's arrow in her bleeding fide 

| Deep, deep-infix'd, at ew ry painful Sten 
& Pinto the Hear an pion all hr Bl! 


{ 
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Ev'n this calm Solitude, this ſtill ſerene No 
Tranquillity, that to internal Views Ep! T1 
Recalls our ſcatter d Thoughts, and from the brow 
Of ruffled Paſſion ſteals its gloomy frown, 
Is now my gentle Foe, provokes the tear 

From the pale eye of Sorrow, and reminds 

Deſpairing Friendthip of its Loſs-—Yes here, 
Beneath the Radiance of yon ſilver Orb Þ _ 
That glimmer' d through theſe arching ſhades, * ve ot 
Met my lov'd D--—e, and with united ſteps 

Feld ſocial Converſe, ſolemm as the Scene,. 
And tender as our Friendſbip! Converſe meet 
For ſuch as love fair Virtue's fway, and thin 
No Hour il|-ſpent, n teems! 


Hence, baſe Detraction Thon, whaſe impious ran 8 
Mock ruin'd Virtue; Hence! nor dare profane 
With thy unhallow'd Tread theſe: lonely Walls, 
Sacred to Friendſhip, andi tor virtuous Pay 7 Ei 
To Pity, ſweet Philanthrapaſt, whoſe Heart _ 
Melts at the tale of 'Sarrow, while: her Hand 


: CG: 5 ] 
| Ofer hapleſs Errour draws the ready Veil, 
And pays that laſt, kind Office, to the Dead! 


Akilittle thought I once, that thou, my D:—e, . 

Wou' d ſt ever want thoſe gen rous Offices! 

That ever Scandal with envenom d tongue 

Wou'd wound thy Memory, or Compaſlion's tear 

Drop at the mention of thy honour'd Name! 

Far other were the Hopes thy Friends conceiv'd! 

Far other were the Paſſions once that glow'd 

Within a Parent's breaſt, and bade it fivell 

With virtuous pride, when midſt thy youthfut Bloom, 

(Luxuriant Promiſe of maturer Worth,) 

Unrivall'd Probity and Genius fhone : 

| Shone with Addreſs benign, till Envy bluſh'd 

At her own Bagels and with tranſpart od 
hp 3 as engaging «thy: Form! Wd DOT 


Well I remember when thy. great 1 
Eva in Retirement, midſt th unſtudied Eaſe 
Of rural Leiſure caught the raptur'd. Kh 
of Admiration,, that beheld n 


7 
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Now 


1 


4 
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44 ; 8 | 
Now with the Pencil's animating Touch 


Create the ſmiling Landſcape *, now awake 


The Pow'r of Harmony and ſoothe our Paſſions 


With the ſoft Cadence of each melting Note! + 


Nor yet cou'd theſe Amuſements quite engroſs 
Thy active Mind: On nobler Studies bent 
Oft haſt thou courted with ſucceſsful Art 
Th' inſtructive Muſe, or on th' Hiſtorian's page 


In fix d Attention hung, till conſcious Virtue 


With Emulation kindling imag'd warm TEE & flifti VV 
The Patriot's future Glories, plann'd each Scheme. 7 OHV. 


That builds on public Welfare-juſt Renown, Us 


Sway'd by thy youthful Ardour, ſoon, too ſoon. 


* 


And panted for a Trial of its strength — 
+ Ah wherefore did thy Friend's miſtaken Laces 


| Expoſe 
N e eee LV 


* He had a cect Turn for Painting; and often amuſed himſelf with taking Views 
from Nature. To indulge this Taſte as well as gratiſy his TE AC he | FROG. hgh 
larney, &c. 95 

7 Be played remarkably well on the Muſical Glaſſes. | 

t His Mother was an Heireſs, and in right of her, he came into Poſſeſſion of an 
tate at a very early Age, and ſoon after went to the Temple : A Place that was fatally 
ciltinguithed by his firit Deviation from vir, 
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apo theo to « baſs W 
Where thy own Virtues join'd th inſidious Arts 


Of Vice, and half-betray'd thee; where ” Truth, 


Thy unſuſpecting Candour met the Smile 
Of ambuſh'd Treachery with cordial Love 


And Friendſhip unreſer vd: Where thoughtleſs Youth - 


Spread all its Canvaſs to th inviting Gale, 


And Reaſon, tempted by a gs Deep, 


Reſign d the Helm, unconſcious of the Storm 
That cruel Fate prepar d! Too ſoon it came, 
Reſiſtleſs ruſh'd, and in the fatal Wreck 


Fame, 2 800 and er e ms 17 


Vet not for ever cou 4 the Chains of vice 
In ignominious Bondage hold a. S0 


Noble and great as thine! Returnirig Thought 3 29} 
Look'd back with Anguiſh on thy earlier Worth, 


And mark'd the fatal Contraſt! Marked alas 

With Cenſure moſt ſevere! Thy gen'rous Heart, 

Of feeling far too exquiſite, beneath 

The complicated pangs of Grief and Shame 
„ 


„% „ 
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Burſt 


Burſt wa, and expiating all, ; 23 5882 G00 
Laid hapleſs Merit i in tht untimely Grave! 7 


Take "W] # SEO a 1 . 1775 
The tear unfeign'd! I owe it to my Fend! 
I owe it -to myſelf? If worth like thine 
. Unequal ſtruggled with a guilty World, ] 

My weakneſs muſt have ſooner ſunk, and is « 
As guilty, though leſa amiable than ee, nfo} hell TRY ; 
Leſs pity'd, leſs admir'd} For on Tay Urn 

In ſpite of Foibles ſhall each weeping Muſe: 

Inſcribe the tributary Verſe; and telt 

How Art and Stratagems perfidious warp'd | 

From its own native Rectitude thy Mind: X 

| How from the dark Eclipſe of thort-liv'd Error 
With brighter beams emerg d thy ſtruggling Worth, 
And Virtue loſt a Friend, when D.—e expir d! 


As 
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"HEN Maſon tries to wake the tender Fear, 
Calm Admiration owns the pow'r of Art; „ 

But Rapture mingles \ with the guſhing Tear, 3 

When Sterne and Nature ſeize upon, the Heart! | 
Ye, whoſe „ Eyes * Breaſts of — 

15 Le Fever and Maria teach to melt, | 
Confeſs this Judgment not unfair, and — : 

That Maſon has deſerib'd, but Yorick—felt!_ 

III. 

Confoſs that in 5 Sterne” 3 pathetic p page 
With all her charms array d Compaſſion ſhines, - 
Calms the wild Tempeſt of ungovern'd Rage, os 
And into ſocial Warmth, Selk Love refines! , 

» 2 151 Cosſeſi, 
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[ 20 ] 
Confeſs, o'er foreign States while Idlers roam, 
And unimprov'd forget themſelves to ſcan ; 
His Leſſons teach us to grow wiſe at Home, 
And travel thro a nobler World, in Man!! 
O bleſt Benevolence, thou winning Fair, | 
Did not all Nature own thy Influence mild, | 
Earth were a frowning Wafte, a Deſart drear, , 
And Man, the fierceſt Savage of the Wild! 
ThE . 
Vain were the features ev'n of Mira's face, £ : 
Did not ſoft Tenderneſs and Pity join mg | 
Aﬀert the Dignity of human Race... 
And ſtamp the Maker's image on her Mind! . 
e 
Come then Simplicity, i ingenuous Truth, 
' Unruffled Patience, unreſenting Love, 
Oh come, and guide my yet-untainted Youth 
To joys which Virtue, and her Vot'ries prove 
| | N O T E 
* Sentimental Journey - throughout. 


=. 
VIII. 
Grant that 1 may, unaw' d by Folly's ſacer 
Revere th en defend th' Oppreſt: 
And void of ſelfiſn Views, or cautious Fear, 
Claſp the pale Mourner to my foſt ring breaſt! 
5 ee 
Let ſtern Ambition in purſuit of ſpoi- 

With conqueſt — 45 EAA, 
Let lying Fame, to crown * Warriour's 1 9 — 
Write a Hero, on a Monſter's toi Sur 
Such ſplendid Guilt excites. noianviens: n 


Nor bids me murmur at my calmer lot: my RIS t 


, Wh * D tos. ! 1X7 
Not damn'd to Fame, but virtuouſly forgot!!! 


Forgot unleſs ſome Swain at Ev'ning's cloſe” - 1 
With penſive ſtep imprints his Damcin's gra: 

And mindful of the Friend, who ſhar d his Woes, 

' Repays the tear that once my Pity gave. 
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Compos'd for the Inftallation of Jon, Duke of Broronn, 
Chancellor o the n Dvsiin* 


ReciTATIVE of} ja 
REAMS Fancy? Or from yonder Sky:  -:/ 1 1 7¹⁵ 
Whoſe azure Sleirt with otient luftre glows, gi 
While Muſic:folemn Rapture flows; 1 

Dieſcends the freeborn Muſe of heav n-taught Harmony ? 
"Tis She !-— That ſuyeet; majeſtie Air, 1 
That laurel Chaplet, and Sky-tinctur d Veil 
To mortal eyes the ſacred Pow'r declare | ab 
Hail lovely Maid! Ierne's Guardian, hail ! 
. A 
Tis thine, with ſofteſt lay to move 1 Thos 2 
And melt the Mind to facial Lore ! 
„ be diet bark oder brad 202 1s Iill'tiittt Bl 
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A n of Twenty Pounds was given the Author of this Ode * the Provoſt | 
and Senior Fellows of Trinity College, Dublin, 


LI 
is thine, the Tyrant's hate to charm, | 
And bend his ſtubborw South) 
In vain his eyes with fury rell, nir n 
_ . In vain He lifts the threat ning Arm; Reg N bn. 
| Thy Voice is heard!--and;6 { tis rage fubſides) “?“ n 
Suſpended Paſſions check their warring tides ! vd bob / 
Confus d he ſtands;" Now milder grom 
And touch wthe Virtues ut His bfrfmĩ 00/. 
With wonder feels kind Pity dim his Eye, A ni Nu 1 F 
While from his boſom ſeals th mnbidde ae &T 
r 
Nor leſs thy pow r, arc 170 * OT 
The Hero's breaſt, and bid ene wy 
Thy manker Strains at onde infpire 2d (eſs 
Bright Virtue's puie inn Fm 4} 
The Patriot's zeal in Freedeun rs cauſe, -A, af 
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L 24 * 
Aa * Tout 1 
By Thee cnlarg'd the Poets e ei tad bir! 
On Rapture s wing triumphant. _— By, 
And with gay Fancy's treaſure-fraught '- 
Invention's boundleſs: World mm for # 9307 
Aided by Thee, the calmer Sage, of bobn 
Conſults fair Nature's myſtic-page, oo 
And Heav'n's great Sire with humble ae adress? 
Or wrapt in Meditation's ſhnadlnte bs 1187 
To Reaſon Joins Religion's/aid;}. rt OY 
Bids Revelation pour her Light | | | | 
of the moral Maze, etal 16 
And with her pure, her golden Rays V 
Diſpel the baneful Gloom of Superfiition's Nie! 
-ReciTaravE III. ee 
But ſoft—Whence flames that ſudden _ Trois] alt. 
What Angel-forms dart ſwiftly from on _ 5 O 
And rob'd in all the Majeſty of Day SETS 1 vo DH. 5 
Burſt on the Bard's caraptur'd Eyel.. VI ebidiot 
See, ſmiling Peace with olive: chaplet erowm d. oilT 
And all her ſiſter Arts around ! EO” 


To point out Truth am 


EW 
See, Learnings Genius meets the radiant Band i 
Serene he moves: His awful Hand TOTS 

| Conducts ſome Briton of diſtinguiſh'd Mien; 
Ye Pow'rs, what Fire, what winning Grace, 
What conſcious Pride of  Virtue's ſeen 
In ev'ry godlike feature of the Hero's face! 
AIR III. 
But ah the Muſe—What Tranſports riſe, - 
Crimſon her Cheek, and fparkle in her Reads. 
Fer Air, her Step majeſtic grows; 
With joy conſeſs d each Action glows! 
Now on the Hero's form her glance ſhe bends, 
Now on yon Domes, whoſe Spire aſcends 
With structure proud high-tow'ring o'er the Green, 
Illuftrious Work of England's Virgin-Queen!, | 
| REeciTATIVE IV. e Gs 
She ſpeaks—and lo! tis filence.all}. 
The Winds forget their rage; and ſiee! ! 
The late high-ſwelling Billows fall! „ 
Attention lulls the liſt ui ping Deep! 7 Rent 
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n | 
„Ve blifsful Seats, where Truth her veſtal | flame 
_ * Lights at fair Learning's hallow'd Shrine; | 
Where meek-ey d Candour, Peace; Devotion, beam, 
And letter d Eaſe invites the Nine; | | 
« All-hail! To you theſe Strains belong, 
* To you the Tribute of each Muſe's ſong! 
„Each Muſe, that in your Academic groves 
« With Freedom, bleſt Companion, roves, 
| « There taſtes the purer bliſs to ſtate deny'd 
And all the fancied Triumphs of ambitious Pride! 
 RecrraTive V. oy ED ARS 
„Awake each String, each pow'r of Muſic * 
« Let kindling Rapture ſpeak 
« 'The Joys that court fair ALMA now, 
* When gen'rous BRDroR D deigns to ſtand 
© Chief Patron of her learned Band- 
* Permits around his Front divine 
« Her olive-wreath its verdure to entwine, 
« Though ampleſt Laurels ſhade his patriot-brow ! 


| Cnorvs. 


197 1 
Cuonvs. 
0 Pho, thy ſnowy Plumes diſplay, 
Waſt to Heav'n each ſacred Sound; | 3 
* While in RusskL's praiſe, the Layr : 8 i 
« Breathes its ſweeteſt Muſic round — 
Rin Ve: 
« Still may the Britiſh Annals ſhine 
With Virtue's brighteſt Characters impreſt, 
« While far diſtinguiſh'd o'er the Relt 
„ Tow'r the brave Heroes of the Rvusszr Line! 
« Still may their kind indulgent ſmile 
© Reward the Sage's and the Poet's toil i 
Such Glories ſtill their — | 
And o'er this Heav n- protected Ile 
i United bloom the Wreaths of Learning and of Peace! 
FULL CHORUS. 
8 Fame, thy ſnowy Plumes diſplay, - 
« Waft to Heav'n each ſacred ee 
« While in Rvusssr's praiſe, the Lay 
< Breathes its ſweeteſt Muſic round! 
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Sacred Friendſhip, Energy divine, 
w Whoſe aQive Flame, from all its meaner Droſs 
Refines the Brute, and melts it into Man; 5 5 
Parent of Virtues, bright etherial Guide, 
That ftrew'ſt with many a roſe Life's thorny path, 0 
Blending our Souls in intellectual Union. 
Thrice- pleaſing Intercourſe! till gently. bon * 
From Stage to Stage of ſentimental Bliſs, 
They pant for high Perfection! pant to reach 
Thoſe purer Realms, where all is Peace and Joy, 
Friendſhip and Rapture and eternal Love ! 


And can Amyntor then deny thy Pow'r ? 
Can He, whoſe breaſt each ſocial Virtue warms, 
Can He deny the Principle, that guides | 
r bi © 228 The 
A ee by a Converſation in which « Gentleman endeavoured to prove, that all 


ing, on account of the Uncertainty of its Continuance, and the Grief ariſing from the 
Death of a Friend, ä 


nary, or That if ſuch a Bleſſing did exiſt, twas not worth acquir- 
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E 
The noble Tenour of his gen rous Actions Wer A de 
The xuLIG Principle, that unconfin'd * 
Pervades the Univerſe, ſupports, unites, 
And ſecret animates its wond'rous Frame [DIE AIRY 
Throughout Creation, to th' obſerving Eye 1% r 
What beauteous Order, what amazing Concord - 
Reigns evn in ſenſeleſs Matter, and attractss 
Its kindred Particles! Hence Planets tend + = 
With mutual Efforts to their common Centre, 
And Worlds unnumber'd, in their myſtic Courſe 
: (Each 'round its proper Sun) harmonious move! 
| Hence too this Globe, Man's firm capacious Seat, 

| Compact and ſafe from diſſolution, wheels 

Secure along its heavn- directed Path, 

Self- pois d, and balanc'd in yon ambient Air! 
But far, far more delightful to the Vier, . 
Is mental Harmony, That ſacred Warmn 
Which kindles Friendſhip in the human breaſt, 
And renders Man the Image of his God: 

Image of Him, who's beſt defin'd by Love 

And endleſs Mercy! Say, ye wretched Few, 


1 
Whoſe Souls unharmoniz'd by Pity's touch, 
In SELF concenter'd, ne er expand to Greatneſs; 


Who never felt the conſcious pow'r of Friendſhip 
Glow in your Breaſt, or ſoften in your Eye, 


Say, can ye view unmov'd its matchleſs charms 

Exalted ſhine in fair Melinda's youth, 

While Candour ſits upon her open Brow, 

And ſmiles Benevolence on all Mankind? 
How ſparkled Rapture in her ev'ry look, 

When Fame proclaim'd her Muſidora's worth ? 

Nor when her hapleſs Friend from Virtue fell, 

Leſs charming did her ſoft Compaſſion ſhew, 

Ev'n while it dimm'd the Luſtre of her Eye! 
Dimm'd it Tis falſe !-—Thro' ſorrow's milder veil 

More Aer it beam' d, while Beauty s pride | 

Sec nrd like tir unfolding Roſe, whoſe orient Bluſh 

Glows ſweeter through the Morn's impearling Dew ies 

Forc'd by this bright Example to confeſs — | 

Th' exiſtence, and the native charms of F W 5 
Amyntor cries, At length Conviction pours : 
Upon the willing Mind reſiſtleſs Light, V 

. 85 = + And 
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« And pleas d I own 0 8. Priendſhip's ſource divine! 
« Yet ſtill her fondeſt Votaries confeſs 
- * The Joys ſhe gives; uncertain! Oft amidſt 
« The brighteſt ſcenes of foul-enchanting bliſs 
Which Friendſhip paints with Fancy's borrow'd pencil, | 
« Relentleſs Fate with one untimely Stroke 
0 Diſſolves the air-drawn Viſion, and at once 
Dooms the ſurviving ſolitary Mourner 
« To pine in all the gloom of widow'd Friendſhip; 
Then ſink deſpairing to the filent Tomb! 
« Who then will blame me, if by Prudence ſway d 
« Iſhuna Prize that with deceitful Tenure 
Too oft cludes the fond Pofleftor's grafp?” 


Vain Sophiſtry, Amyntor! plann'd by Reafon, 
Preſum ptuous Reaſon, who with tyrant pow r 
Wou'd force our nobleft Paſſions from a Throne 
That Heav'n intended they ſhou'd ſhare with Her! 
Thus then I anſwer your fallacious Plea. 

Shall I, becauſe no human Joys are ſure, 
But frail and ſuited to our mortal State, 


„„ 
Shall I for this, reject the proffer d Bleſſing, 
When Heav'n extends it with a gracious hand 
To ſweeten Life? 'Tis true; his awful Will | 
May (when I leaſt expect it, when perhas | 5 
I'm fondly wedded to terreſtrial Bliſs) * - 
Reſume his Gift: But is there ought on Earth 
Exempt from this his over-ruling Sway? _ 
Are not the Joys that thoughtleſs Mortals court 
| And prize the higheſt, equally uncertain ? NY 5 
The ſmiles of Fortune, Riches, Honour, Empire, | 
Hang oft upon a Moment's doubtful Caſt, is 
Waving their Plumes, and ready for the Flight! | | 
Nay Life itſelf, Life, the firſt Gift of Heav'in, © 
Life, which according as its us'd, becomes = 
The greateſt Bleſſing or ſevereſt Cu rſe, 
Is held on terms precarious: Vet who wonders, | 
If Life has charms for all? If even Wretches 
Stretch out their dying hands, and feebly graſp 
A Being that diſſolves beneath their Touch ! 


Nor + 
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Nor is it true, that Friendſhip yields to Death! 
Death no ſuch Triumph boaſts! Tir immortal flame 
Once kindled at the Shrine of virtuous Truth, ; 
Burns unextinguiſh'd, and with double force 
Concenters i in the fond Survivor 8 breaſt, ; 

To Piety ennobled! Hence he guards 
From ev'ry baſe Suggeſtion of the World 
The ſainted Mem' ry of the Man he loy'd: 

Guards it with all the Jealouſy of Honour 

And Fortitude of Truth: Unwearied guards it, 

Tho mute the Tongue ſhou'd thank him, cold the Heart 
| Shou'd glow with Gratitude, and nobly beat 
Reſponſive to the Throbbings of his Own! 


O how delightful then, how much endear'd 


Each gentle, nameleſs Office, that diſplays 


The real Friend! That ſooths our inward pain 
With all the pious zcal, the true Simplicity, | 
And heart-felt Pathos of unſtudied Love! . 

| Ye who can barter for inglorious Traſh 


Such dear, ſuch ſacred Feelings! Wholp Ambition 
"F_ | ; Pants 


T +» 4 
Pants for the Pageantry of mimic Woe 
With more than childiſh Pride, who dearly purchaſe 
From flatt'ring Heirs the mercenary Sigh, 
Enjoy your Wiſh! Let idle Vanity 
Pile ſculptur'd Marble o'er your ſordid Duſt 
In mean Magnificence ! One friendly Tear 
Is ATL I aſk; One friendly Hand, to pluck 
Th intruding Nettle from 1 humbler Grave! 


N O TE. 


m— One friendly Hand to 
Tb' intruding Nettle 2 my hum hy DIP | 
It is almoſt an Affront to the Memory or Senſibility of the Reader to remind him of 


that inimitable Paſſage in the Sentimental Journey, to which the above Lines allude.— 


Trifling a Circumſtance, as the pluckin a Nettle Hom the Grave of a deceas'd Friend 

appear in the Eye of Levity or Indifference, it becomes an Office of no little Value 
and Day , when ray by the Hand of a virtuous Man, and that Man, a Vo- 
— —— Vide the Epiſode of the Monk — Sent. Tony: 


. 


tw} 


CATO and WOLFE, a Panazent. 
lnſeribed to the Memory” of the Britiſh General. - 


Fortunate an, ere FAA — 
 Occuilis aut certæ trepida 6 occurrere morti * Ssrarius. 


F Cato's death no more let Hifery tell 
But own that Wolfe with greater Glory fell: 

The Firſt, impatient of the victors chain, | 
Shook off Exiſtence with a fierce Diſdain, 
At once from Cæſar and from Shame retir'd, 
Deſpis'd the proffer'd Mercy, and expir'd F - 
Great was the Deed! This Bnvy's tongue muff ou 
Vet virtue cannot claim the praiſe alone; 
Its Merit various Paſſions muſt divide, 
Part Honour claims, and Part is due to Pride! 1 
N r I 8 
* It may be objeRted to this Parallel, chat the Brih Hero not beng a aftal Sui- 


| cide, cannot properly be compared with the! Roman: There are however a Variety of 
Circumftances e the Death of the ea to be i fo many reſpedss a voluntary. 
Sacrifice! By refuſing to retire from the Field of Battle after being twice wounded, he 
expreſſed an 7abfotine Courempt of ang” Sy, and * declared that he choſe 2 


A W 1 

Not ſuch the Briton's unpolluted Fame! 
More pure his Motives, and more juſt his Aim! 
No ſudden Guft of Paſſion fir d his breaſt, 
No Dangers menac'd, and no Ills oppreſt ; 

No tyrant-Pow'r enſlay'd his native Land, ; 
| And halfabſoly'd each ſuicidal hand: 
Fair was His Morn of Life, ſerenely fair, l 
Nor knew his Boſom one intruding care; 
Crown'd with each Joy that makes it Bliſs to live, | 
With all, that Friendſhip, all, that Love can given 
But Britain call'd-—The Chief obey'd her Voice, 
And ardent panted to approve her Choice E | | | 
To Wars alarms her awful Standard bore 
And welcom' d Glory on Canada's ſhore, - _ 


| Weloom'd 


N O T E. 


ther to ſecure the Victory than his Life.. Beſides his very accepting the Command in the 
Expedition againſt Canada, was, in ſome Meaſure, a voluntary Sacrifice of his Life: He 
knew, not _ the Hardſhips of an American Campaign, and the Severity of the Cli- 
mate, but the Delicacy of his own Conſtitution ; he knew likewiſe his own high Senſe of 
Honour, and Spirit of Patriotiſm, and from all theſe Circumſtances might eaſily have 
preſaged the Everit.—At leaſt this is a Fact, that ſeveral Officers who ſerved under him in 
that Expedition, remarked the viſible decline of his Health, and have ſince repeatedly 


declared, that had he farvived the Battle, he would, in all Probability, have fallen a Vic-, 


tim to the Labour of the Station he ſo honourably filled. —Wolfe's Contempt of Life was 
therefore equal to Cato's, but his Motive infinitely more noble and glorious ; Cato, is an 
Example of the Weakneſs, Wolfe, of the Heroiſm of human Nature; the Firſt died—for 
Himfetf ; the Latter, for his Couxr RT. ; | 8 


1 
Welcom' d ev'n Fate | Life's higheſt j Joys reſign'd, 
And gladly left Youth, Fortune, Love, behind! 
His Country's triumph hail'd with parting breath, 
And half-enjoy'd the e of Death! 


Let Cato 4 to Wolfe's ae Name 
Reſign the Laurel, and ſubmit his Fame! 
Of Each his Country may with Juſtice walk, - 
But tis the Latter, Reaſon honours moſt! 
The Roman's dagger freed a SINGLE SLAVE, | 
But Wolfe's our Fall to TRACIE freedom gave! · . 


NOTE. 


® Alluding to the IntroduQion of the Trial by Juries in criminal Cauſes, an Advan- \ 
tage that the Canadians . from becoming the Subject of a Britiſh x Monarch: | 


o * 9 - * 
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On a View of Ruins by the Seaſide. 


44h B. The Ruins were thoſe of a Nunnery.] 
E moulding Domes and moſs-encircled 'Tow' rs, 5 
Where Ruin wide - extends her ſad Domain, | 
Le waving Pines, whoſe Gloom tremendous pours 


A deeper Verdure on the lonely Plain, x | 
Where cloſe-inſulting o'er the defart Land 
The hoarſe-reſounding Ocean laves its rocky Strand! 

Ve Monuments of Time's deſtructive Rage! 
Ve faded Trophies of terreſtrial Pride! 
What ſacred awe your Ruins ſad engage, 
How bid each Tempeſt of the Mind ſubſide! | 285 
To ſofter Meaſures wake the moral Lyre, | 
While grave Inſtruction beams from ev'ry time-cleft Spire! 


[ 39 ] 
II. 17 
Here once bright Honour ſhed th' ennobling Beam 
Oer each unſullied Virgin's orient Bloom | 
Here pure Devotion fanti'd her veſtal flame 
And Peace reign'd awful in the Cloyſter's gloom: 
| No voice of Grief taught Echo to complain, 
| Put folemn Anthems ſwell'd the joy-inſpiring Strain | 
Niere Contemplation, gentleſt Hermit, ftray'd 
Along the verge of yon time-hallow'd Wood, 
While Cynthia's beams quick-glancing thro the Shade 
Play d on the Boſom of the cryſtal Flood 
| And penſive Silence o'er yon flow'ry Vale 
— Huſh'd ev'ry panting Murmur of the dying Gale! 
ere Inſpiration fir d th enraptur d breaſt 
And ardent breath d th' enthuſiaſtic Flame! 
Soft lull'd the Virgin in celeſtial Reſt, 
Or ſunk in fivect Exceſs her trembling Frame! 
Peace ſhed her Balm o'er Life's ſevereſt woes, 
While Scenes of bliſs divine to kindling Fancy roſe | 


9 


8 


. Alludiog to the real or pretended Trances and Viſions of the Nuns of former 8 


oy 


tn] 
— + 
Where's now the View that charm'd the raviſh'd ſight ? 
Where now the Triumphs of induſtrious Care? 
The green-rob'd Walks, the Flow'rs that, breath'd \Gelight,. - 
And lent new Fragrance to the vernal Air? 
The Matin Bell, that hair d th' approach of Day? 


The vocal Choir, that tun'd the grief. enchanting Lay? 


| VII. 
What Objects here, but penſive Thought inſpire? 
What Sounds, but ſeem Mortality to mourn? _ 
The ivy-mantled Arch, the moſs-clad Spire, 
The Column from the mould'ring Baſis torn, 
The Bat flow-wheeling thro' yon Ev'ning-Sky, 
The Beetle's ſolemn Hum, and Owl's foreboding Cry! | 
=—  : vw 
Yet ev'n theſe ſolemn Terrours can invite 
The Muſe, enamour d of the lonely Shade ! 
Beneath the peaceful Empire of the. Night | 
Here oft ſhe courts kind Melancholy's Aid: 
With ill attention eyes th' inſtructive ſcene, 


Or loſt in thought profound, ſoft-paces o'er the Green F 1” 


23 


| Full oft ſhe liſtens to the moral Tale: / 1 
Breath d by the Genius of this _—_—_— 
While hoarſe, reſponſive to the midni 
His ſober Accents: thus addreſs the Vain, 
In ſlumb ring Souls awake etherial Fire, © 
And bid their new-fledg'd Hopes to nobler flights aſpire 1 
5 mM 
„Ve thoughtleſs Fair, whoſe Charms meridian blaze, ' 
* Whom flatt ring Crouds with humble yows el 
« Ye Great, whom Fortune's ſmiles fallacious rale, 
On plum d Ambition ever prompt to ſoar: 
Ky Attend! To grayer themes theſe Strains belong, 
rays t — oondu@Qs the . 
« Survey yon 'Tow'rs=-Con'd Life's ſecureſt pride 
Ber boaſt ſach Beauty as They once difplay'd? ? 
Ambition ger on ſhck « Baſe confide ses 
© As page ther Sie the dire Shi invade? 
| © Yet ſel redind they loadiche Geſart-Ground, / 


* While Time — —— T 
HTATIIA | "a Fond 


L 42 1 
xl. 
| * Fond Man, why vaunt the glories of an Hour, . 
„Frail Fancy's dreams, and viſionary peace? 


* The tinſel Pomp and Pageantry of Po- 'r, 
“ Wit's idle Mirth, and Beauty's tranſient grace? 
* What ſecond Spring alas! reſtores thy Bloom? 
* What faded Charms of thine, their former pride reſume? ' *' 
| : 
4 The meaneſt Plant on Nature's flow'ry veſt ' 
* Enjoys, to Thine, a far ſuperiour Fate, 
By Time's kind hand in native luſtre dreſt; 
Nor mourns (like thee) inclement Winter's hate! 
* Succeſſive Springs the Roſe's youth repair, 
And the pale Lilly fades, to bloom again more fair! 
uo. 
« Virtue alone ſhall dare Time's utmoſt pow'r! 
| © Shall view his Malice with unſullied eye! 
Bid Hope beam chearful o'er Affliction's hour, 
Bid Chriſtian faith ſuppreſs the riſing Sigh; 
© And while vain Beauty ſinks in endleſs Gloom, 
* Shall triumph over . and — the Tomb! 
| o RE 0 EP rr PH 


4; 
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EPIT A PH on 7 married Lady. 2 


Hoe'er Thou art, that with enquiring eyes 
Survey'ſt the Tomb, in which my Celia lies, 
Approach, kind Stranger, and attentive note 
| What Truth with Sorrow's faithful pencil wrote! 


Imagine All that Heav'n created Fair, 
And lent Mankind to bleſs this lower OS 
Wit, Beauty, Youth, in Union ſweet combin'd, 
And ev ry Virtue of th unſpotted Mind; 
Whate'er our Love, our juſt Eſteem can raiſe, | 
| Excite our Wonder, and exhauſt our Praiſe ! 
Such Celia was—while here ſhe claim'd our r Love! | 
Such Celia 15—among the Bleſt above! e 
Here fix thy thought, and pauſe with benen here 
Vet with thy Rapture mix one ben wwus tear! „„ 
'Tis the Survivor claims that Pity due! | 
'Tis the fond Huſband, who "A weep vith You! | 


, +. 4 » TY 4 


1 
Oh then in Juſtice to his deep Doan, 
Oh join thy Wiſhes to his ardent Prayer; 
| That ſoon he may reſign this joyleſs Breath, 
And Death reſtore him, what he loft by Death: POM \.F 1 
One Tomb to Celia's clay his Duſt unite! © ae 8 
One Heav'n their 0 Souls in chaite vg 


* 


Wa. 


TRANSLATION « or PARAPHRASE 
Of the three following Lines from Ove. * 


——— Tede quogue jure Ae, V nv bob | 
Sell vetuere patres : Ruod non potuere wee acts 
Ex * _ ardebant mentibus Ambo. 


Wile Virtue "Ie the pure ennobling Fire, 

The youthful Pair to Hymen' s rites aſpire; ; 

Their Sires forbid, and with tyrannic Aim a 5 | : 
Attempt to quench Love's ever-burning i Flame: Kt 3 


The laughing God derides their idle Arts! 
Fey oy rate Lover's — He j joins their Hearts! 1 


WINTER, 


We: 


WINTER, an "Obs, | 


4 *. 
O more the Zephyr D purple wing 
Wafts Health and Fragrance o'er the Plain 
And fanning light the bluſhing Spring, 
Bids Flora's hopes 1 revive again : 
No more exulting from the blue Expanſe | 
Sol pours the genial Rey! | 
The Nymphs no longer lead the Dance, 
And ſmiling Hours with ſlow Advance | 
Protract the summer-Day; * 
But wrapt in Gloom ſad AÆther low: rs, 
| Ufarp'd by hoary Winters train: 
While Hail and Snows and Nlecting Show'rs rs. 
Deſcending ſadden all the Plain! | | 
The Groves with Melody reſound no more, 
But Horrour reigns amidft the joyleſ Scene! 
With angry Surge old Ocean whelms the ſhore, 
Wave after wave the wat'ry ; Mountains pour, 
And diſtant Rocks return the deaf ning Roar! 


* 


| Aw'd 
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| IL - 
Aw'd by the Seaſon's rigour, ſee 

A ſettled gloom each Forchead wears, 
To ſocial Eaſe and ſmiling Glee 
Succeed a train of furrow'd Cares! 
On gentler Months the Swains repining muſe 
And mourn the tranſient Spring ; 
While pent within their narrow views, 
Blind to the bleſſings that they loſe, 
I hey chide Time's tardy wing! 
Miſtaken Fools, can Summer's fragrant Roſe 
And Gales light-breathing o'er the green-rob'd Mead, 
| Can all the Joys that Fancy's thought combin'd 
E'er lull the Guilty into calm Repoſe ? 
Can Sol himſelf in all his flames array'd 
| Reſtore the Sunſhine of a tranquil Mind? 
i 
Serenely bleſt in Virtue's charms 
He views ſecure the Seaſons roll, 
Who dreads no Winter in his Breaſt, 


1 


From Paſſions free and Guilts alarm, | — | 
Thoſe fatal Tempeſts of the Soul, | 


Thoſe dread Intruders on the Pillow's reſt ! 
- What though to Courts and noiſy Fame unknown, 
His ſober Hours inglorieus glide away, 
Yet Peace and Innocence are all his own, 
e Hope ſill brightens each departing Day! 
Vet calm Reflection to his glowing Eye 
In her clear Mirrour ſhews Eternity : 
- Unfolds the glories of celeſtial Scenes, : 
Where Spring, 2 Spring, with ſway eternal reigns] 


; | : ; bl I « 
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E L E 6 1. 


Occaſioned * a View 4 the Ruins of der 88 
: in the County of Fermanagh. 25 


. | 
HILE REP PEE Domes in pride majeſtic riſe 
To hold the future Tenant of—a Sod! 
Lo! where in mould ring Age and Ruin les 
The hallow'd Temple of che LI W GOD 
165 r 
Loud howls the Wind, and midſt yon awful Pile 
Pale Horrour fits, and chills my inmoſt Frame: 
On Pleaſure's trembling Cheek expires the Smile, 
And Mirth forgets her unimproving Theme! 
mL: 
Here, as I penſi ve mark each ivy'd Stone, 
And throb with mingled Grief, Reſpect, and Fear; 
At human Guilt, indignant burſts the Groan! 
At human Weakneſs, drops the conſcious Tear! 
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IV. 

Ours is the Loſs, Almighty Sire, not Thins 
Whoſe Might and Glory triumph unimpair d! 
To Tas how uſeleſs were the proudeſt Shrine 

| Sia , 's much boaſted Art, or Pow'r has rent d 
Though Nature lifts to Thee her grateful Voice, 

Vain is the Tribute of Creation's praiſe! 
Though Heay'n's bright Hoſt in ſacred hymns rejoiee, 
Voain is the Muſic of Seraphic Lays! 7 

Lo 

Oh blind to Happineſs, unthinking Man, 

What bleflings has thy Phrenzy caſt away, 
Since mould'ring firſt theſe ancient Spires began 
To mark thy lakewarm Piety's decay 1 
Here once within theſe hallow'd Wall's retreat 
No worldly Thought, or guilty Paſſion ſtole! 
Here Chriſtian Patience half-difarm'd its Fate, 
And with ſuperiour Strength endued the Soul 1 


H & „ -* Te 


3 
VIII. 
Here melting Charity triumphant glow'd, 
Rais'd drooping Worth, and bade her weep no more; 
The Widow here the ready Mite beſtow d, 
Nor till that moment, wiſh'd an ampler ſtore! 
may 7 - 
Here too, the Prodigal repenting turn'd 
And kneel'd before his Father and his God! 
Here bleſs'd the happy Hour, when firſt he mourn ad. 
And felt Affliction's n, Rod! | 
| | X. 
een n ih proce 
Cloſe to the Walls their pious labour built! 
Who ſaw not Time the noble Work deface, 
But ſleep, unconſcious of their Children's guilt! 
8 
If Fancy, warm'd by every Object round, 
Errs not, a more than human Voice I hear! 
Deep through the ruin'd Arches ſwells the ſound, 
And bears theſe Accents to the trembling Ear! 


L 5x 

XII. 

« While Love omnipotent delays his fate, 
« Man views th' impending Storm with tranquil eyes, 

60 And I — —· 2 
8 In Pleaſure's lap the nn 

« Shorn of his real Strength, his Maker's . | 
“Too late the Rebel will his Folly own ! 

Too late the horrours of Repentance prove, 
When * heaves its una vailing Groan 

XIV. 


Vet 3 not Thou, whoſe pious Zeal depreſt 
« By Fortune's crime, yon Altars cannot raiſe: 2 
« God's fav'rite TEMPLE is, the ſpotleſs Breaſt! 
4 Gov's fav'rite INCENSE . is, the Good-Man's praiſe l 


3 


SOLITUD E, a Faxcnent. 


AIL pleaſing Shades, embow'ring woodbines hail, 
Whoſe fragrant arch impervious to the beam 
Of day meridian, oft invites the Muſe 
To rural Indolence, till haply rous'd 
(As tender Melancholy points the way) 
She ſecks yon tufted Groves, whoſe peaſi ve n 
With energy divine each warring.guſt 
Of Paſſion calms, to Peace unfelt before, 
To pureſt Harmony attunes the Soul, 
Weans it from Earth, and wings its flight to Heavn! 
O bliſs uncloying, Tranſports unallay'd, 1 | 
Still new, till dear to Virtue's ſober Senſe, 
Foretaſte of Heav'n ! Bleſt ſource, whence ſpring Content 
And Reſignation mild ; whence ev ry Hour 
Feathers its downy Plume and ſteals the Roſes 
It gently ſtrews on Meditation's path! 
Oh may no Rover with unhallow'd tread 


This calm retreat profane, no voice of Diſcord, 


I} 


No Cr s clang and loud alarms of War 


Rouſe Echo from her moſly cave; or chaſe 
From the ſoft pillow of untainted Innocence 
Sleep's balmy joy; but here amidſt theſe wilds, 
Theſe waving pines and wide-exterided lawns. 
Still may I meet thee, Solitude; ſtill court 
The penſive Muſe, what time, the ſetting ray 


Gilds the tall Spire and trembles on the wave ; ; 


While length'ning ſhades proclaim th' approach of Eve, 


That o'er the roſes of yon weſtern hill 
With dewy foot deſcends, and ſlowly draws 
 Ofer Nature's face her duſky colour'd veil! 
Milder the Zephyrs breathe: Tis ſilence all! 
Save, where the Beetle with his drowſy hum 
Rings the firſt watch of Night; and born — 
In mazy wheel, oft with a careleſs wing 
| Bruſhes the Dew from many a weeping Flow'r, 
That conſcious of the Day's departed beam; 
Long-ling'ri o g veils its ſadly-bluſhing leaves! 

* Ere to black Hecat's ſummons 


The ſhard-born Beetle with his as bums 
Hath rung NE s yawning your 


SHAKESPEARE, 
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Hail ſacred Solitude, of tender Thought 
Kind nurſe, and parent of Inſtruction mild, 
Religion's ſureſt Friend ! Not thine alone 
The penſive Lover, and the moral Bard, 
By Nature's charms inſpir'd! In ev'ry age 
Among thy fondeſt Votaries, have rank'd 
The Great, the Wiſe, the Good! The Patriot oft 
From factious Senates, and the fickle breath 
Of popular applauſe, retires to taſte N 

Thy more-endearing Joys; with manly firmneſs 

Scans his own Errors, nor with idle pride 
; Rejects the cenſure of internal Truth! | 
The Courtier, ſick of Flatt'ry's mean gtimace | 
And dark Diflimulation's ſtudied wiles, 
Beneath thy ſhade reſumes his Dignity, 
And riſes—into Man! Th' indignant Sage 
Quits Folly's crowded Theatre, for ſcencs 
Where Nature by thy faithful Hand diſrob'd 
Of Art's oppreſſi ve dreſs, her brighter charms 
Gives to the Eye of Wiſdom! Tau ght by thee 


„ 
To think, the Warriour from his creſted brow 
The Laurel rends; to ſocial feelings warm'd 
For milder Honours pants, and Wreaths unſtain'd 
By ruthleſs Victory! From flatt'ring Crowds 
And all the cumbrous Pageantry of State, 
To thee, for refuge flies the ſcepter'd Slave, 
His abſent Throne forgetting; nor in vain 
T hy aid implores: To more than Empire's ſway © 
| Reftor'd, oer ev'ry Paſſion reigns the Man; 
To Patriot- virtue wakes anew, and finds 
A ſurer Sceptre in his People's love! 


This PoxM (from its unfiniſhed State, and Similarity of Subject to another in this 
Collection) the Author intended to ſuppreſs: But having given it to the Public in Ex- 
sHAw's Magazine for April, and finding that it has been we 
to inſert it here. : 
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Aribert. 
Anfrid. 
Oſmond. 
Ceolph. 
Egbert. 
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PERSONS. 


WOMEN. 


Ethelinda. 
Albin. 


The Ground-wotk of the Story i is taken from the Hiſtory of the 
Saxon Heptarchy. 


SCENE lies in NoxTHOMBERLAND. 


TIIAũ from a few Hours before Sunſet to Sunriſe. 
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OR, 
LOVE and. D.V.TY. 


A Cc T I. 

SCE N E, à chief Street in the Capital of Northumberland. 
Enter Edgar and Hermenfred meeting. 
TELL met, Hermenfred! In theſe dang'rous times | 
When vice and tyranny oppreſs a ate, | 

EA * is it to embrace a friend, = 3 

Vet more, my country 8 friend! But ah, kind Heay ns, 
What ſettled gloom hangs on your penſive bror 
And ſaddens ev'ry feature? Whence the tear 0 

That down your cheek i in voluntary ſteals, 

| While heaves your breaſt with oft-repeated eber 


Edg. 


What can this ſorrow mean? 

Herm. Can Edgar aſk 
Why mourns Hermenfred o'er - Northumbri 8 ruin? 
When all our hopes of liberty expire, | | | CS» 
7 55 I 2 „„ 


| 


e _ og 
— Er 
— 


„ 


And Hevn too partial to a tyrant's cauſe 
Declares againſt us! When its ſtern decree © 


Wreſts the drawn dagger from the hand of juſtice, 
And unrelenting ſeals a nation s doom! 

 Edg. Alas, tis true! Since that ill omen' d period 
When our late king the pious Oſwin fell, 
Fell by a ruffian's hand; no day has dawn'd 


But bid our forrows flow! no hour but teem'd 


Pregnant with woes! Theſe twenty years re vol v'd 


Have ſeen oppreſſion Aretch her iron hand 


O'er fam'd Northumbria' 8 realm Have deen the tyrant. 
Smile on our pangs, and with unſated rage 


Deluge each province with the native s blood! 


Herm. Vet then, ev n then, when with ien fury 7 
Deſtruction rag'd o'er this devoted land, 
Still liberty ſurvivd To Mercia's realm 
Conſign'd, ſhe tarried with our lawful prince 


Young Edwin, by ſome pious ſubjects care 
Preſery'd (an. infant) from his father's fate! 
But now, alas, our promis'd joys are o'er, 

| Fled is each glorious proſpect, fled the thought 


That footh'd the gen' rous patriot s anxious care, 


Or 


[ 6 1 
Or elow'd incentive in the e breaft)- | 
Ev'n the laſt gleam of hope is 1 i ai, 
A night of horrour and deſpair! el er Di bo. 
_ Edg. Juſt Heavens! 
What mean Hermenfreil-thoſe anpfierious its; | 
That ominous veil-which Oer our future hopes 
Vour language ſeems to caſt? Tho ſunk me loſt, - 
Degraded to a baſe· born tyrant's ſla ves, 5 | 3 
We are not yet forbid to hope !' $till reigns | 5 
Our country here, [ Aribing his breaft] and We pa 
Beats ſtrong for liberty! Three thouſand. youths : 
Train'd up to arms and well-approy'd in Wen be 
Expect the ſignal; and with ardent withes 
Wait but th' arrival of their promis'd prince, 
To mo their country and avenge a. 

Edgar, no more! Th' all-ſceing eye of Hearn. 

Hath frown'd upon us, and for ſeexet motives - 
Blaſted each righteous ſcheme! In vain, my friend, 

This gen 'rous ardour fires our martial troops, - | 
And threatens Anfrid! Of their-cliief e 
Soon will this ſhort-liv'd zeal, this ſudden ome”: 

In: cold inaction and a languid calm | 


Extin- 


5 EE 
Extinguiſh'd ſink! None left, whoſe glorioug nam èðͥ 
Or birth might rouſe their tardy ſpuls to virtuc/. | 
And crown our enterprize with conqueſt ! 5; 
 Eag. Ha! ut 
What ſays Hermenfred? This preſaging heart 
Throbbs quick alarms—yet ſure my fears are vain— 
The prince, brave Edwin lives! 

Herm. Alas, my friend! - 

'Th' inexorable hand of fate hath ſeal'd _ 
The hero's eyes! Ev'n now from Mercia's realm 
Arriv'd a courier at the court of Anfrid, a | 
And bore th' important tidings to his ear! 

Though ev'ry fireet where reach'd th' affecting news, 
The buſy populace tumultuous crowds, | 
Big with vain rumours, while the tyrant's ſpies | 
Watch ev'ry motion, and with jealous eye 
Obſerve our looks. Where'er I mov'd along 
I read a filent anguiſh in each face el _ 
Struggling with vain diſpuiſe, while deeply mark 4 5 
Dejection triumph d o'er the hollow ſmile 
In vain aſſum m'd to hide an honeſt heart! 


N 


Edg. Scarce do l breathe to hear thy fatal tale, 
So frequent and fo ſtrong this bleeding breaſt 
Throbbs with conflicting paſſions! O Northumbria, _ 
Now art thou fall'n indeed! Methinks theſe walls, -. 
Theſe haughty tow'rs and. heav n- aſce e fanes 
Shake with approaching ruin, and around 
Tremble yon ramparts on their ſolid baſel 
But ſay, Hermenfred, this inhuman vant. Go . 
How ſeems he to receive the wiſh'd-for r mos oo; _ 
Herm. With frantic. triumph and. inſulting, tranſport _ 
He meets the public woe, throws. off the maſk, 


And glories in his crimes). While low.in duft: 


This city mourns the laſt of Ida's race, 


See where in idle pomp his ſtreamers wave 5 i i 15 


And wanton in the wind! Mark but the RY 1771 
And gaudy blaze of his. preſumptuous courtiers, bier n bat 
Thoſe reptiles whom this news like. ſummer . 
Hath wing d, and from the dunghill here they . 5 
In vited forth to baſk i in favour' 8 ray! 00550-0064 mee 
Edg. Canſt thou be calm, por kindl at the e Goht. Wert Stork 

With honeſt rage? Now. by you; glorious « 5 
My very ſoul's on fire, and thirſts for Fengrance! 

| 8 1 8 | Curſe 


ia 
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To hide his zeal, nor ſtem the tide alone: 
Who dares not on a dagger reſt his hopes, 
And ftrike one glorious blow! Rather than groan | 
Beneath the galling bondage of my chains, 
I'll ruſh myſelf, and grapling with this tyrant 
O'erwhelm him in my fall! 

Herm. Tis nobly faid! - 
Forgive me, that from ſuch a breaſt as dune 
(Guided perhaps by too ſuſpicious caution) | 


I have conceal'd.a fecret of importance  - 5611 a 
And tried thy inmoſt thoughts. Know thos, my friend, Ons, 
Good Aribert, that ever-faithful patriot, - 
In concert with ſome chiefs prepares a blow 
| That ſhall with wonder ſtrike th! aſtoniſh'd world, 
And hurl proud treaſon from her airy ſeat! - 


This night he purpoſes to give it birth, 
And ſummons all his friends to meet in eouncil, 


Some two hours hence at Oſwin's hallow'd tomb“! 


There means the patriot to reveal his ſcheme, 
And tutor our N There e ſhall my oe 


Curſe on the coward's heart, who thinks it prudence = 


 Unbolom - 


| 121 
Unboſom all his wrongs, and fire each breaſt 
At once with public and with private rage! 

Edg. Let me embrace thee: for this 3 news! 
o. my Hermenfred, I am bleſt again! : 
My twice ten years of ignominious ine 
My father's death, and fiſter's injur d honour, | 
My country's wrongs, and all thoſe racking a 
That haunt my very couch and poiſon life, 

Are now forgotten! buried i in the hopes 
Of much-defrauded vengeance! Yes, proud Anfrid, 
Vet ſhalt thou feel my fury! O how I long 
And pant impatient for th enſanguin'd field, 
There midſt th' alarms and horrours of the war 
Boldly to front his pride, in virtue's cauſe, 


And wear defiance on eee Ns Po  [Exeunt. 
yo changes fo magnificent S with a 4 2 vi ie of | the 
ns Royal Palace] TE 
Enter Ethelinda and Albina. 3 


Ebel Enough, Albina—I confeſs my weakneſs! 
Chide me no more then! Tile this hapleſs x morrn 
4 ve 428 at ſuperſtition” 8 idle fears, . 

os K , And 


[ 66. ] 
And ſcorn'd the groundleſs fancies of the brain! 
But ſuch a dream---I can't o ercome the 'thought--- MERE 
Something of terror hangs upon my ſpirits, e 


Affects my trembling frame and chills my blood, 
1 Forcing th' unbidden tear! Sure tis a preſage, 1 
A friendly warning from the prophetic ſoul, 
Of ſome event, ſome dread impending woe 
Vet lab'ring in the pregnant womb of fate] 
Alb. Madam, it prieves me to behold you. thus 
A prey to ev'ry viſionary fear 5 | 
'That fancy pictures, ev'n at this joyful moment 
When fortune crowns your royal father's wiſhes, | 
And kings themſelves are number d mongſt your ſhves! : 
Nay more, when he, the wonder of the age 
And Albion's pride, the virtuous gallant Oſmond 
With tend reſt conſtancy of love adores you * 
Ethel. Alas, Albina, 'tis from that very love, 


That love ſo dear, all my alarms ariſe! 


This dreadful viſion that ftill haunts my ſoul, 
I fear, portends-—Ah me, that thought 1 is death! 


Vet fore if ought of faith to dreams be due, ; i if. | 
Some 


[G1 


Some dogs menaces, or me, or him : 
Whoſe ſafety's far, far dearer than my own ! / 
Alb. Permit me, madam; to ſay, theſe fears of yours 
Serve but to tempt the awful pow'rs above! 
Tis ſurely wrong when their ini þ ourts 
To meet its choiceſt bleſſings e 
And thus anticipate affliction s hour! 
Let me intreat you tlien to turn your thoughts 
On gentler ſubjects! See, prince Oſmond's here! 

| Ethel. He comes, my hero comes to calm my fears 
And baniſh ev'ry care! At his approach | 


The ſtorm of grief ſubſides within * breaſt— F 

My Oſmond! _ | WT == 22 
22 My Ethelinda! O my fair alte 2 

Am I once more . mis Slid'# 


Once „ a 17 381 60 
And pour my ſoul in raptures at thy feet! 8 

O bliG! O ecſtaſy beyond erpreſſion! 

Unfelt, unfancied, hut by moſo that lo 

How's this! in tears! 1 cannot bear rm} 

The ſoft infeRion ficals-upon theſe . 


Aud . woman! Bla 1 0 526249 Mind bal 20.4 L 
” ASS 1 | Etbel. 


— 


1 


Etbel. O my Oſmond, een e 
Pardon the weakneſs of a love-fick mine: nt e 
That even midſt its higheſt joys alarm'd - 8 
Trembles at bliſs, the ſlave of wayward _ ! 

Your flow of tenderneſs, your ſudden rapture 
Seem ominous——and look as fate deſign'd _ | 
An unexpected parting---Whence this damp 
Steals on my heart, I know not---Yet I feel 
My tears redouble!: | - el nga or 2 Sidet 11177 g. nt) ; 
Ofm. Fears? what fears, my hv 2 WO 
Are we not circled round with pureſt joys, 
And ſmiling proſpects op'ning bright before us? 
Felicity! delightful port! in view! e tl 
Soft fav'ring gales, and calm expanded ſeass 985 8 
While virtue, trueſt pilot, guides the hem 7 
What can that breaſt where innocence. — 5 90 
What can my Ethelinda fear? Oer wu 0 hr 
So pure as thine, commiſſion'd Seraphs watch, 
And calm each anxious doubt; evn at the moment 20103 
When ſleep enamour'd lulls thee i in his arms, 
They flutter round thy couch, compoſe each —_ 
. And ſhed * peace on ev'ry 3 viſion! 
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Btbel. How ſoft your ſpeech flows on my raviſh'd ear, 
And almoſt charms my very griefs away! CRE 11D, 


Vet know, you flatter, Oſmond! Heav'n, alas, i 


Sees not with Oſmond's eyes, nor deigns to crown 
With ſoothing peace his Ethelinda's ſlumbers! 
Hear whence my terrours ſpring; then only judge 
If ſuch a ſight--—but I forget you liften— 9 
Methought (as ſunk in deep repoſe I lay,) 

With thee in yonder well-known walk I ſtray d. 
Wrapt i in the pleaſing theme of virtuous love!. 
Sudden the ſky grew dark, and thunder rolfd!” 
When with a groan— =» as 
All pale and ghaſtly with disfig ring wounds 

The form of Oſwin, our late hapleſs king, 

Ruſh'd from that myrtle bow'r, and with firange force 

Tore me, in vain reluQant! from thy arms, 

Weeping and calling on my Oſmond's name! 

But what enſued, kind heavn? Inſtead of aiding me 

You frown wn'd upon me, eee 
And plung d it in my breaſt! The ſudden pain 

Burſt the weak e. . ade I woke 
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E 
Aded the ſcene and all its horrors Oer, - the 
Still gleam'd the ſword in my affrighted eye, 
Whilſt with foreboding thought—- 

Ofm. | No more, my love! 

"Theſe fears are ſure injurious to my honour; pr 
Can Oſmond, think vou 

Etbel. No, miſtake me not; | 
I dare confide in Oſmond's well-known truth | | 
No doubt from thence wounds Ethelinda's peace | Fit 
But yet I know (O my prophetic ſoul!) ' 

That cruel fate prepares ſome dreadful blow ; 
Some unexpected ſtroke to pierce our hearts! : 
Perhaps-—-eternal abſence! 

On. Heav'n forbid!. | | 
Abſence! that-ſingle evil Fr me more 
Than all th aſſembled woes that mortals dend, 
Sickneſs and poverty, chains, tortures, death! 

To raiſe us bove the malice of our on aria 
Conſent, my charmer, that this very dax 


Bchold us join'd in NM golden tye! 


Ethel. Alas, my lord, your paſſion. blinds your. OY 


Nor weighs what it requeſts; remember, ſir, 0 ud l SR 
| | Thave 
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I 15 a aint; and remember too, 
A father's "__ are * anvil indeed 


But tis from Anfrid he muſt hiſs her hand! 
Ofen. Nor aſk I more -O thou angelic fair, 
How does each hour to my fond raptur'd eye 
Diſplay thy worth and raiſe thee in thy charms! 
O Ethelinda, this auſpicious day en 
Has crown'd my warmeſt wiſhes: JED onde 
Alone was wanting to FE oy bliſs: 
Anfrid's I fear not! 

Ethel, Heav'n confirm your bebe 
Yet much I fear ambition clouds his reaſon, 
And ſets my Oſmond in no Fre wer 
| Your father, virtuous Aribert's adhe | 
And faith unſhaken to GE late old king, 
Your noted valour and your noble birth, 
= Have ſtood between you and the love of Anfrid ! 
"Tis true, in outward ſhew he beats you kindneſs, 
And ſeemsto prize your virtue but this conduct 
Caution, perhaps, inſpires! _ 


I A 
= 72 Vou wrong him much 
Indeed you do! There's not a thought of his 
But he dares truſt to Oſmond' s faithful love! 
He thinks, he knows me loyal! Since the fall 
Of the late royal houſe, its race extinct, 
1 have devoted this my arm and heart 
To the firm ſervice of thy father's cauſe. | 
Then doubt not my ſucceſs—-I go, my fair, 
This moment to reveal my virtuous Prey” 
And from thy father's lips receive my doom. 
Ethel. Go, and thy guardian angel watch thy Reps! 


Go, and bear with thee Ethelinda's prayers. 


h - 


And tend'reſt wiſhes—O may the pow'rs benign 
That ſmile on virtue, pour their choiceſt bleſſings 
Upon my Oſmond's head—-But if the malice 

Of angry fate this earneſt prayer denies, 

To me alone, ye gods, your wrath confine, - | 
Here point your light nings, and your willing victim 
Shall with her lateſt breath applaud the ſtroke. 


nn Ethelinda and Albin 
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7 SCENE, The Ser. Enter Aribert. 
Arib. How . 
What flatters their deſires! The ſlighteſt trifles 
Riſe into proofs, and realize the viſions - 
Of paſſion heated by imagination! 
| Suſpicion fleeps herſelf! Ev'n fo this Ss. 
' Lulldin ſecurity's deceitful lap, 
Gives lying fame belief, and ade dreams 
That royal Edwin i is no more! Vain _ 
ais d by my art to ſhut bis eyes on ruin! 
* Hark! thoſe wild ſtrains, that martial muſic ee 
lis mad extravagance of impious joy! 

I + Again! "Tis welk--Smile on deluded 1 
Riot in fancy d bliſs! Frail, ſhort-livd triumph ! 
Heav'n's hand, ewvn now in myſtic characters 
Is writing of thy doom! Tis mark'd in blood, 
And vengeance midſt her awful records hangs 
The dreadful ſcroll! Then, Aribert, be firm 
And further its high will! Auſpicious hours, 
Swifter than thought, oh! wing your rapid courſe, 

MED e eee I ol 
A. flouriſh of warlike inſtruments. + The ſam. © 
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And bring the long- expected awful moment 
Big with a nation's freedom, with the ſcheme 11 r. 
Of twenty rolling years! So long this breſt 7 


Has labour d to complete its arduous moth, : e e Grd 
Amidſt the ruins of a falling empire 7 „FFW 


T” erect anew the pile of legal pow'r, 
Th' immortal ſtructure of our liberty | 
Ha! Oſmond! "Tis as I wiſh' d-—Now to air ä 
What yet remains. l Euer oe ; 
Oſmond, draw near my ſon! | ? 
If cer your ſoul of virtue's charms manu d 
Took fire at hearing of heroic deeds, | 
Now is the time t approve your inbred worth 
And ſhine the great deliy'rer of your ond 11 
On. [Afide.) What can this preface mean! Some dreadful t 

Something of moment ſwells within bis breaſt ! 
I tremble ere [ hear---Dread fir, proceed! 

Arib. Oft haſt thou heard, with indignation heard 

The ſtory of our woes, the guilty tale . 
Of proud rebellion trampling on the laws, 
Of treaſon's conqueſt, god - like chiefs enſlav d, © 


Shrines overthrown and martyr'd majeſty ! 1 
| 1 I've 


: 19 1 
Ive mark'd with what a tide of honeſt zeal” | 
Thy gen rous breaſt has ſwell'd! while yet . woo 
Trac'd the dire ſeries of unnatural crimes; | | 
Sudden thou dſt ſtart, and, with an angry frown, 
Graſp firm thy ſword, and cry aloud, '* Revenge, | 
Revenge and liberty! 'Theſe words, my ſon 
But how! What means this coldnefst Thou n 
Abforb'd in deepeſt thought! | 
Of.” Pardon me, fir, 
I'm all attention, ſtill as the farmer ſea 
When not a breath flies o'er the fleepy wave! {1 
Aub. Then mark my hen At barg cli vengnncs s 
(That long has ſlumber'd,) wakes in ten-fold rage 85 
To hurl her bolts upon the tyrant's head! or 
This night he bleeds!” Nay more, thy happy hang * 
Is deſtin'd for the deed! Heay'ns! you look pale 
And ſeem reluctant! Am I then'deceiv'd? © 
Art thou not Oſmond? He, whoſe noble zel! 
Oft wiſh'd, oft panted, flam'd for ſach occaſion! 
Oſm. Sir, IT 0b. 


| My zeal is ſtill the . and burns as > 6637'f 
n | * 2 | . When 
u * 1 _ A 7 3 2 — — — 
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When honour points'the way! Demands my country 
This ſword againſt her foes? Tis inſtant drawn! 


Does ſhe require my life? dear as it may be ZN YT - is 
Freely I yield it—--but to tur alles, toc nol fl mort aol” 
To hide my poniard with-the maſk of night. 
And ſteal a conqueſt from a ſleeping foe! act! Ta: 
This I can't do- It ſhocks my nature, fr, "gh 
And what I muſt deny, you will not aſk!'; : $146 2 


Arib. Oſmond, you weigh not with impartial thought . 
The nature of the deed! What if by chance 
I ſhou'd ſurprize ſome monſter, foe to man, 
Buried in ſleep, whoſe ftrength'ttanſcends my own, .' 
Say, ſhou'd I not embrace the fit occafſon '  » 
To rid mankind of this envenom'd peſt? - 
Or wou'dſt thou have me rouſe it from its ſleep, 


And raſhly dare it in unequal combat? 
In fuch a light we ſhou d behold this Anfrid! + 
For know, my ſon, a tyrant is a monſter || 


a * 
n 


That tramples on the ſacred rights of man, 


| Pegrades his nature, awful and auguſt, | 
With the rade . of baſe ferviity,.. 


K. 


23 * — 
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And robbing him of .heay'n's firſt, beſt of gifts, 
Wars on his nobler part, the free-born ſoul! | 
Ofm. 1 grant that rigid juſtice, muſt condemn him! 
Alas, who's faultleſs in her piercing eye! 


| Yet mercy, gentle mercy can alledge. 


A thou ſand reaſons in behalf of Anfrid--- - 
Can mention---I confeſs his crimes are great, ; 
Unworthy of your grace—Yet—is he not [Breaks . in 1 


Arib. Is he not what, young man! ling * 
Ofen. Ethelinda's father! A 
Ha! what have I ſaid! . 25 I great 2 

Arib. Whaſt haſt thou ſaid indeed! | 15 
Ethelinda's father! [Afide.] How my heart en me! 55 ; 7 
What virtue, tell me, can thoſe words include, . 
That they ſhould plead with Oſmond for a — | nol ef | 
And ſanctify his vices? | OG fs ara a 7 


n. Excuſe me, ſir : en hs 


I only meant twas but a vain compaſſion 


The princeſs, fir, has virtues, which might melt ral 2 
Ev'n Anfrid's foes, and half diſarm their rage! | 1 Debt.” 
Arib. Virtues in her? Away, by heavin thou, my! 


What virtues can a warn 


. 


1m} 

5 Ofm. Oh, ſhe is all perfection ! All thatheav'n 
In its indulgence ever meant for man | 
And laviſh'd on her ſex! In ev'ry look, 

In ey'ry feature meekeneſs ſits enthron d, 
And mild compaſſion beams her ſofteſt ſmile! 
Such angel purity, ſuch faint-like innocence 
As ſpeak her half-divine, and ſhed new grace 


. 


O'er nature's lovelieſt form 
Arib. Theſe raptures, Oſmond, 
This wanton ſtrain in Ethelinda's praiſe 
Speak pity very ſtrong! Say, rather love! 
| Nay, think not to deny it! Your confuſion, | 
Your timid bluſhes, and your down-caſt looks, 
All, all betray the ſecret of your ſoul! 
You love this Ethelinda ! 

Oſm. Nay then, off diſguiſe ! 
| The ſoul of Oſmond ſhou'd not bluſh to on 
Its love of virtue in her brighteſt form! 
A love ſo pure, that yon bleſt hoſt of heav'n 
Muſt ſmile upon it, and th' all-ſceing eye 
Regard well pleas d! Yes, Oſmond owns his love! 


. 
* . os * 
| * 
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Owns he adores the fair, th enchanting maid, , 

Owns Ethelinda miſtreſs of his fate! | 

Arib. Doſt thou then glory that thou art a ſlave? 
O fall from honour and the noble ſenſe _ 
Of virtuous ſhame! To drag a woman's chain 
In gloriouſly obſcure! to waſte thy youth Fin 
In idle blandiſnments of love at home, | 
Far from the war and fame's illuſtrious field! | 

Degenerate boy! Stain to thy gallant anceſtors! __ 
That ever ſcorn'd to mingle with the blood. 
Of tyrants and deſtroyers of their country ß 
Howe er uprais'd! Yet know, miſtaken youth ! | 
In vain you think to wed this Anfrid's daughter! 
She never can be thine! h 4 112480 

Ofm. Impoſſible! _ reno i 
No pow'r on — 
Arib. Mark me, young man! High heav'n's been will 

That wrapt in awful wiſdom's circling maze 
Laughs at the fond deluding hopes of man 
Has plac'd a bar 'twixt thee and Ethelinda ! 
Firm and immutable as nature's laws F get £ A 
.Divorce eternal of your guilty loves! e 


1 


To blaſt at once thy mad preſumptuous hopes, 
To ftrike thee with confuſion, ſhame and horrour ; 
Thou art-—Prince Edwin | 
On. How! Edwin ſaidſt thou | 
| Arib. Yes, thou art he! thou art, thou art my king 
Northumbria's prince, the laſt ſurviving hope 
Of Ida's ſacred race! heir to the throne, 


And virtues of thy heav'n-ſprung anceſtors! 


Edu. Amazement, doubt, and grief at once poles me! 


If I am he, (—and that I am, this horrour 

This throbbing of my pulſe wou'd ſeem to ſay!) 
There's not a wretch beneath yon golden light, | 
Tho' gall'd and groaning in affliction's chain, 
But's bleſt, compar d with me The very thought 
ls torture —is diſtraction !---Hear me, ſir, . |; 
In mercy hear me O yet recall my doom! 

Say that theſe fears are vain ! ſay that * Oſmond, | 
And be my father ill! 

Ab. Thy father ? Ves! 

Still ſhalt thou prove my care! I have a claim 
More tender than a father's to thy love! 

A thouſand deareſt ties have made me thine ! 


Still 


Wa 


Still am I 3 tho FR art Edwin! 
Alribert, he, to whoſe protecting arms 

Thy hapleſs father with a laſt embrace 
Bequeath'd his infant ſon! In thee I've rear'd 
The great avenger of his father's wrongs, | 
The thunderbolt that blaſts this tyrant” s pride, 
'The promis d ſaviour of his native land! 

Edv. Why wilt thou grace me with thoſe flatt ring ales 

They ſuit not with a wretch! O fortune, fortune 
Whilſt others, lab ring with miſtaken woes, 
Survey and own the goddels in thy frowns, 
1 know thee well! ſevereſt in thy ſmiles, 
And fatal, O how fatal! in thy gifts! | 
They have deſtroy d my bliſs! Deſtroy d it? Heswns! 
Muſt I then tear her image from my heart? | | 
Burſt the ſtrong ties that bind me down to life ! 
And ſign myſelf my doom No- periſh crowns, 
Empires and worlds! Ambition, fame, revenge! 
Periſn all thoughts but thoſe of endleſs loye, 
Of virtue, Ethelinda! Yes, 1 wilt go, 
Will throw me at her feet, forget my woes, 
| 1 


* þ 
Breathe out my ſoul in rapturous vows'of mid 
And waſte whole ages in one en ecſtaſy! 
Arib. Tis well tis well--- 5 
Go-—haſte thee, ſeek out this impious Wyre) 
Fall at his feet, and kiſs thoſe. murd'ring hands 
Yet recking in a father's hallow'd blood! 
Fly, his protector, ſeat him in Thy throne, 
And thence adore him! Glut his accurſt revenge 
With all the lives and fortunes of thy friends, 
Nor ſpare this aged head! Let not theſe hairs, 
Theſe hoary hairs put in a claim for ſafety, | © 7 1 
Theſe hairs, which elſe grief's ſlow-conſuming hand 
Muſt bring with ſhame, with-anguiſh to the grave! 
Why has old Aribert fo long ſurvivd 
His country's fall, and figh'd beneath his chains? 
Why has he wept ſo long a martyr'd king, 
Endur'd the light, and ſtruggled with his woe r 
Ingrateful, thou canſt tell ! was't not for Thee, 
For Thee he ſuffer'd? to watch o'er thy fate, - 
And ſhield thee from a tyrant's lawleſs rage, 
To form thee for a throne, to train thy youth 


| [ & ] 

To deeds of glory, and with pious care 
Cheriſh each tender bud of orient virtue? 

Edv. Enough—enough-—Thou injur'd, beſt of friends! 
The rage of paſſion I myſelf condemn, | 
And here diſclaim whate'er my frenzy ſaid! 
No more I rave, no more grief's whirlwind tears me; 
But low, thus low upon my knees I bend, 
And ſue—at leaſt for:pity!-—Oh, Aribert, 
If cer you lov'd me with a father's fondneſs, 
If Cer I call'd you by that tender name, 


= Unconſcious of my wretched, orphan'd ſtate, | 


|  Thro' toils and danger, priſons, wracks and death 


Teach me ſome way, ſome way to ſhun theſe horrours, 

And in my own, procure my country's peace! 

Arib. Riſe, riſe my prince! I bluſh to ſee this weakneſs! 
O where's that conftancy I once admir' d. 

That love of virtue, which on wings of fire 

Still bore thee ardent for thy country's good? 
Is emulation then within thy breaſt 
Extinguiſh d quite? Haſt thou not read of patriots, 

Heroes and chiefs, that thro' dread obſtacles, 
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Have ſoar d to glory's height? And doſt thou ſtart 


„ 


\ 


At fancy'd ills, mere creatures of the brain, 


And love- ſick phrenzy? Stop in thy mid career 


To fame eternal, tho' thy country calls, 


Fe Calls with a voice that from their marble tombs 
(Like the laſt trump), might rouſe her ſleeping ſons, 


And animate with life their ſoulptur'd forms! 
Edi. By heav'ns I hear her=-and this beating breaſt 
Swells raptur'd at the ſound! Each glowmg nerve 


New-brac'd with vigour owns her potent touch! 


Virtue! I'm wholly thine! O Aribert 


| Take, guide me, bear me to embrace my fate! 5 


Tis great to bleed in ſuch a glorious cauſe! 

Arib. There ſpoke thy father! There the Hero ſhone ! 
Thou brave young man! forgive me, if my zeal 
Chided ere now the fallies of thy mine 
Or ſeem'd to doubt the greatneſs of thy foul! . 

Behold this picture! view it with attention 
Say, doſt thou know whom in theſe lively colours 
The painter's ſkill defign'd? 
Edw. In vain, my father, 
I. Sale ſuſpended on the peang portrait 


It 


-. ] 

It ſhadows out a face I know not yet methinks 

1 feel delight ſoft-thrilling in my frame, 

Some unknown tranſport, as my eager eyes 
: Hang fix'd upon it! 

Arib. Pray, obſerve it TY 

Mark there the piercing light'ning of that eye! 
With what a majeſty of conſcious worth 

It ſparkles, yet with candour's ſoft ning beam 
Tempers the noble fire! Each god-like feature 
Seems big with life, and wears the awful ſtamp. 
Of ev'ry virtue, ev'ry mental grace, | 

That crowns man's brighter part, the ſoul divine! 

Such was thy father once] So lock d the monarch! 
With ſuch a treaſure of celeſtial virtues 
lle ſwayd an happy realm, and bleſt a nation! 
Oh let me drop a tear, one virtuous tear 

In tribute to his ſacred memory! 
And while retir d in ſorrow s penfive a 

I muſe upon his loſs, O let my age | 5 
With tranſport ſee, ere yet it yields to fate, 
His worth, his goodneſs, bloſſom i in thy youth, 


And all thy Father live again in Thee! Exit. ] My 
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Edw. ſolus. Kind good old man! With what a mingled burſt 
Of joy and forrow, tenderneſs and pit --. 


He fondly dwelt upon my father's praiſe! * 
He mov'd me much! and ſhall a ſtranger's love 
Upbraid the coldneſs of a ſon's affection Kc 
Shall he diſplay a grief that ſhou'd be mine, 
While meaner paſſions thus uſurp my heart, | 
And nature, unregarded, pleads in vain? 

Ah no! I feel true duty waking hefe, 

And riſing to my eyes! Ill go, and pour 

This tide of ſorrow o'er my father's tomb, 

And quench in tears a moſt unhallow'd flame 
- Look down propitious, O ye pow'rs above! 
And ſee me combat with my guilty love! 

In that dread conflict arm my yielding heart! 
Teach me at once the ſon's and hero's part! 


And while your ſuppliant from himſelf ye ſave, 


O make him worthy of that crown ye gave Ei =: fs] 


End of the Firf Aer. 
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A G N 
SCENE, Te 1 of a Temple, with the Tombs of the 
| Northumbrian . | 
Enter Aribert. 
2 marble ſhrines, where grac'd with Glen pomp, 


The hallow'd reliques of Northumbria's kings 
And heav' * heroes, ſleep! Say, whence this awe, 
That ſteals upon my breaſt, as ſad I move 
Thro' theſe dim cloiſter d iſles and ſilent walks 
Of penſive ſorrow ? Whence this elevation | 
That runs thro ev'ry thought, and kindles up 
A more than mortal energy of ſoul! 
Tis not in urns or ſtatues, ſable plumes, 
Pale lamps that glimmer thro the duſky vault, 
And marbles weeping o'er. the pride of kings; 
Tis not i in all the vain parade of death, 
All the ſad pomp and terrors of the grave, 
To breathe this chaſte, yet "IVY heroic ardour, 
This ſadneſs that delights! No, tis the ſoul 
That muſing on the virtues here entomb'd, 
(Itſelf inftin with fiery ſeeds of worth!) 


Swift at the touch of emulation's torch 
35 N Catches 


C 66 1 


Catches the flame divine! big with their 1 
Admires at once and venerates the dead! 
Aw'd, yet exalted! ſoften'd, yet confirm'd! 
But hark! the vaulted ile betrays the ſtep 
Of ſome one moving this way! Soft-—'tis they 
This anſwers to my wiſh! | 
Enter Fermenſred, Edgar, Se. - 

O welcome friends ” 
Welcome ye choſen few! whoſe gen'rous minds 
Diſdain tir infection of theſe baſer times! 
Welcome once more to this affecting ſeene! 
This ſilent manſion of the mighty dead, ; 
| Where exil'd freedom oft at ev'ning's cloſe | 
Retires to weep o'er ev ry honour'd urn! 
Nor think ye ſit alone! Unſeen the ſpirits 
Of heroes, chiefs, and heav'n-anointed kin gs 
Aſſiſt your councils, and in god-like ſynod 
Mix the bright glories of deſcending-heay'n! 
But whence, my friends, this air of m dejection ? 

What! do you droop then 
5 Herm. Have we not cauſe alas! 


When Edwin, " upon whoſe facred life | 
Hung 


1 
Hung all our pleaſing hopes of juſt revenge, 
Lies number'd with the dead! O did our king 
But live to bleſs our zeal, each honeſt heart 
Wou'd find a ſword, and ev'ry loyal ſubject 
Beneath the royal banner won conquer 
Or greatly die! 
Airxib. If then ſome power divine 
Shou'd wake the dead, and to your longing arms 
Reſtore your prince, ſay wou d ye nobly dare 
_ To fall a glorious facrifice to liberty ! 
Wou'd ye thro' chains and priſons, racks and tortures, 5 
Approve your faith and conſtancy.unſhaken, 
Ere ye'd betray his cauſe? 

Omnes. We wou'd by heav'n! 

Arib. Then be it mine to calm each anxious fear, 
And bid your hopes revive! Know, that your king 
Yet lives, nay more, within theſe very walls 
This moment meditates a great revenge! e 

Edg. Amazement! Can it be! Mock not thy friends 

With a falſe joy! e e 
Arib. Now by the hallow'd duſt 
| N 


„ 
Theſe tombs enſhrine, your wiſh'd-for monarch lives, 
But lives to me alone! Ye ſeem amaz di 
Then hear and wonder more.---Full ſixteen years, 
(Heav'n's ſacred charge!) the royal youth has breath -d 
His native air ev'n in the tyrant's court ! 
Unknown, yet known to all, hid from himſelf, 
And conſcious only of a regal mind! 
To ſeal ſuſpicion's eye, my prudent __ 
Amus'd the tyrant ill with vain reports 
From Mercia's realm, till with revolving years 
| Occaſion ſmiles, and bids me truſt my hopes 
To heay'n and you {---but firſt to blind the uſurper, 
I fpread induſtrious the late mournful news, 
And caus'd a ſeeming courier to arrive 
With the feign d tidings of prince Edwin's death! 
To ſatisfy all doubt and prove my truth, 
Behold the royal ſignet! view it well, 8 
And know that Oſwin, our late king, entruſted 0 "I 
With this, his fon, young Edwin to my care! 
Herm. Bleſt ſight! then fortune yet may ſmile upon us, 
And uſurpation fall before the ſword | : 


Of legal pow'r! 


Ass. 


1 5 1 
arid. It muſt, it ſhall, Hermenfred! 
Hear me yet more This very morn I ſeiz'd 

A lucky moment to reveal his birth 

And glorious hopes to Edwin! but oh heav'n! 

What did I feel, when with dejected brow 

| He coldly liſten'd to th important tale! 
'Too ſoon I found, that love, pernicious love, 

Had ſunk the noble ardour of his ſoul! 

But when, preſs'd to confeſs the fair he lov d, 

His trembling lips form'd Ethelinda's name! 

How bled my boſom! Witneſs all ye pow'rs 

With what a zeal I combated his paſſion, _ 

And almoſt won him to embrace his duty! 


Edg. Thou beſt of men ! thou father of thy country 


But fay, brave Aribert, how has our king ſo long 
| Efeap'd the ſearching glances of his friends? 
What name long veiling awful majeſty 
Shrouded his blaze of virtues? 

- Arib., Oſmond! that, 
That humble title from — 
A ſov reign, worthy of the throne he heirs! 
Na 


TL 906 
Crolph, o haſte! conduct us to his ſacred preſence! 
Check not our zeal! ſpeak then and tell us, where 
Where is our monarch ? 2 
Arib. Oer his father's tomb 

Ev'n now reclin'd with pious tears he mourns, 
And combats with himſelf, —His wav'ring breaſt 
Now glows with vengeance-—and now melts with love! 
Again, kind pity calls the filver des 
Faſt ſtreaming from his eyes! In lively colours 
Paints the ſad horrours of a father's fate,” | 

A murder'd king! and with her kindling touch. P. 
Wakes all the ſon within the hero's foul!  —» 
But ſoft, he comes '—-Irreſolution yet 
Seems ſtrongly painted in each varying feature! 

| Thoſe folded arms, thoſe eyes bent on the earth, 
. Or wildly rais'd with ſudden look to heav'n, 
Betray the inward conflict of his mind ! 


Let's note him unobſervd.— This way, my friends! pp | 
[They withdraw to one fide of the Mtn 
Enter Edwin. 


Ede 0 what a wretched ſtate, how full of horrour, T 


When reaſon at a loſs reſigns the helm, 
And 


192 ] 


And reſolution veers between the breath 

Of fierce contending paſſions! "Tis a torture ; 
Severer than the damn'd themſelves endure, 

And I am curs'd to feel it! O for one ray - 

To dawn amidſt this chaos of the mind, 

And thro' the raging tumult of the waves 
Guide me to port. This dumb yet moving orator 


5 Seems to upbraid my yet- reluctant will, 


And awes my guilty love! Methinks his eye 

Indignant frowns on his degen'rate ſon, 

And conſcious of ſuperiour virtue's pow'r, 

Beams with redoubled majeſty ! 0 heavns! 

Am ] fo ſteel'd gainſt nature's tend'reſt ſprings, 

. So loſt to virtue, that this coward heart 

Admits one pauſe, nor inſtant at the call 

Of filial love I ruſh upon revenge, 

And wing deſtruction on the tyrant's head? 

It muſt be ſo—and the dread ſtruggles o er— 

O thou dear image o a martyr'd ſaint, _ BO I 
As to my boſom cloſe I fold thee thus, + . 
So 85 thy memory poſicts my ſoul, . 


, 3 on his father! s mo t Putting up the _ 


And 
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And fire to vengeance ev'ry ſofter thought 
With ſacred impulſe! Thou, all- ſeeing Jove, 
If injur'd majeſty can claim your care, _ 
If filial duty to yon ſtarry thrones. 

In grateful incenſe wafts a ſuppliant's prayer, 

Aid my reſolves! oh give me to avenge | 

A nation's bleeding wrongs, and ſhine cbr 

At once the hero, monarch and the ſon! 

My friends and Aribert! ane os | [Seeing them.] | 
Arib. Behold your king ! > ob ee . 

Omnes. Hail, royal leader of the Saxon line! | 

__Edw, Riſe Aribert! rife all my faithful ſabjeas! 

From this auſpicious moment [ but breathe 

To ſerve my country ! Take me then, my friends! 

Direct me how to act! I ſtand prepar'd ont 

In ſuch a cauſe for ev'ry turn of fortune! 

Conqueſt, or death! chains, or a glorious crown ! 

 Arib. Then liſten, friends, and you, my gracious ſov' reign! 
The tyrant even now prolongs the banquet, 
And with his courtiers emuloufly riots | 
In wild debauch! This night I've therefore choſe 


Jo execute the ſcheme of twenty years, . 
>” 2 And 
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And give deſtruction way! By midnight's ſtroke | 
Three thouſand troops with ſceret march arrive 
At the great ſquare that fronts the royal temple ! | 
Theſe we'll divide Part with the brave Hermenfred 
Shall ſeize the city gates, and poſting guards there, 
Attack the citadel---The reſt, my Prince, 
' Headed by you, ſhall ſeek the Tyrant's palace, 
And there encloſe the monſter! O may Woden 
Propitious ſmile upon the great deſign, 
And guide your dagger to the heart of Anfrid! 
That blow, that happy blow reſtores our peace, 
Relie ves from tyranny a groaning world, 

And gives fair juſtice and the laws to reign! 

Edw. "Tis done! This night the fell Uſurper dies! 

He dies! and with his blood ſhall calm the ſhade 
Of a dear injur'd parent! O my friends, 
Join in the folemn vow the gods inſpire, | 
And bend your knees before their dreaded throne! 
By yonder ſun, whoſe broad effulgence lights 
This world with day, and his pale ſiſter's beams, 
By the bright gems that ſtud nights dewy mantle! | 
F 1 
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By Woden's fire-wing'd leeds and ſanguine car, 10 
We ſwear revenge! IT | 

Omnes. We ſwear! | 

Edio. Ve unſeen ſpirits | 
That heav'n-commiſſion'd watch this empire's fate 
And you, renown'd firſt founders of | my race, 
Iluſtrious ſhades, hear from theſe marble tombs, | 
And oh record in never-dying characters 
Our firm heroic vow! Inſpire us ſtil! 
With cool, ſedate, yet active, martial courage, 
Revenge in ſilence brooding o'er its wrongs, 
And reſolution, ſuch as ſteels the heart 
Of gen'rous patriots, and exalts their thoughts 
Above the common tow'rings of the ſoul! 9 
Nor this alone vouchſafe, but when the hour 
Of juſtice is at hand, conduct our ſteps 
Unheard, unnotic d to the tyrant's couch! 
Let double darkneſs and a night like death 
Sit heavy on his ſleep Let him not wake, 


Save to behold the horrours of his fate, 
And learn he dies the victim of this ſword! 
In tears, my Aribert? Juſt pow'rs! what cauſe— 


» ; 5 
1 
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Arib. Pardon, my liege, an old man's fooliſh weakneſs? 
| Theſe tears, aro tears of mingled joy and forrow | | 
Conflicting i in my breaſt! Twas on this day, 
This very day, (oh painful recollection ]) 
The good old king reſign d thee to my care 
With ſtricteſt charge! Methinks I ſee him now 
Faſt-weeping o'er thy cradled innocence” | 
In bittereſt woe! Methinks his nn . 
vet ſound within my cars! N 01 
Ed. His words? oh tell met 
Tell me what ſaid the pious: ow data 
What fond inſtructions, what laſt dying counſels 
A father gave thee for my riſing youth, 2D 

That I may lay them up within my heart 

As choiceſt treaſure, as a legacy b 
= More precious than the crowen his love Smt Wie 40 
Atrib. mn vs | 
Amidſt the horrours of a cruel ſiege 2275 


Thy mother eee een, we 


Beneath the mingled-throes of grief and labour 
Untimely to the tomb! Scarce had thy füther 
* 25 | O 1 Dried 


Dried up the tears that ſuch a loſs requir'd, 


When lo! new forrows riſe! His faithful ſubjects 


Collecting all their force in one laſt effort, 
Defeated! All his hopes expir'd! This Anfrid 
Prefling the city with a cloſer fiege, 

And famine raging thro' her deſart ſtreets! 
Edu. Alas my country! 

Arib. Overcome at length, 


His great heart yielded to 406 his fate, i nit bagot 


Yielded, O noble proof of kingly love! lo HO wil 
To ſpare his ſubjects blood and end their woes! 
Yet, ere he open d to the foes his gates, 

He ſent for me, confiding in my love 

Oft try'd, and having brought me to the . | 
Where peaceful ſlumber lull'd thy. little frame 
Vnconſcious of his woes! With a deep ſign 

Fe graſp'd my hand and cry'd, At length, my Aribett, 


LI ceaſe to ſtruggle with the will of heav' n 


And meet my doom reſign d! But oh, my child— | 
« Muſt my poor infant bleed? ſhall I not try 


bog To ſave him from the ſtorm that wrecks his father, . 


Lon [ 


„And guard that life I gave 2 
« Perhaps, (O yet confirm this hope kind pow'rs 1 
Perhaps your mercy will reſerve this babe 
« To prove the glorious inſtrument of peace 
And freedom to my dear unhappy country! 
« Fly then, my friend, fly with this precious charge, 
While with my troops I lead dne 1 * 
« To ſhield thy flight. 
Edw. I thank ye, tears! This ſorrow, 
Theſe pious feelings tell me I'm a fon, _ 
And waken nature here! Proceed, my Aribert! 
Arib. The tears faſt ſtreaming down his ſilver beard, 
He took thee in his arms! With-ſuppliant eye 
On heav'n intent, this ſhort but moving prayer 
He thus addreſs d, O all ye pitying gods, 
Protect my ſon! ſhield his defenceleſs innocence! 
O may he live to bleſs a willing people, 
But never prove his hapleſs father's fate! 
| He cou d no more reſiſtleſs grief o 'erflowing, - 
Denied him utt'rance—long in-ſpeechleſs woe 
The monarch ſtood intranc'd—then with a kiſs 
EE - 
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And look, that ſpoke : a tender father's pain, 
Reſign'd thee to my boſom-— - 13-2074 STt4G 10 On) 
Ede. O my full heart! 10 | 110 
Arib. Thy innocence and heav'n's peculiar care 
Safe thro' the fury of encount ring hos, 
Guided my wand ring ſtepa.— To Merein's rem 
I bore my prince There in my virtubus exile! | 
I mourn'd each woe that fell upon my country 
And curs'd the fatal horrours of ambition, 7. of 
Immers'd in ſolitude---Four years claps'd, 2 214 
The tyrant ſatiated at length with laughter, _ 
Recalls the exiles That fair opportunity. - 
With joy I ſeiz d, and to theſe walls return d 
Dee ming thee ſafer ey'n in the tyrant's eye, 
While in this breaſt th' important truth lay hid ! 
Vet ſtill to keep alive your ſubjects loyalty, 
I taught them to believe (as fame reported) 
You liv'd protected in the court of Mercia 


Eag. Myſterious heavn! how has thy awful hawk 


Unſeen conducted this great enterprize! 
And in the thickeſt gloom of night involy'd 
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The awful truth! hid from the tyrant's ſearch, 


And pale ſuſpicion's ever-waking eye! 
Arib. Yes, Edgar, yes! in this event to us 
The finger of Omnipotence has written 
Its will in plaineſt characters! Tis heav'n 
That ſummons us to a—and know, the hour 
Is now at hand.---Soon as the midnight bell | 
Has rung its drowſy peal, then, then my friends, 
Like a fierce tempeſt on our ſleeping foes 
Deſtruction pours—At once ten thouſand deaths 
Wing'd from the ſteel of freedom's choſen ſons, 
Shall mark the crimſon path of ſlaughter! Fear, 
Horror and fate, with all its circling terrours, 
Shall ſwell the tumult, till each trembling ſenſe, 
Each pow'r within the tyrant dies, and yields him 
An unreſiſting victim to our fivords! 
Edu. Yet ſtill in that dread hour, upon whoſe 00 
Hangs the yet-doubtfal criſis of our fate, 
oO bt not rage, or wanton cruelty Fans 
Diſhonour our great cauſe! Let us remember 
We draw the ſword of virtue and of juſtice, 


Juſtice, 
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Juſtice, who oft receding from her rigour, 
Permits ſoft mercy with a gentle hand 
To turn the wav'ring ſcale, and ſheath her ſteel! 
| Now all diſperſe, leſt ſquint-ey'd jealouſy 
Shou'd note this conference---and ſoon as night 
With raven pinion ſhades the hemiſphere, - 
With ſilent and unnotic'd ſteps : aſſemble 
At Aribert's known palace There we'll wait 
In careful watch, till ſummon'd by the bell 
(That tolls us on to vengeance and to fame!) 
We move undaunted to the glorious toil 
Which late poſterity ſhall bleſs, and hail | 
Th' illuſtrious æra of their liberty 
[Exeunt omnes ſeverally except Cealph.] 
Ceo. Death t to my tow'ring hopes! This boyiſh — 
Is then my rival---and I fear me too, | | 
A rival well belov'd !---Why ſhou'd he elſe Ty 
With ſuch an heart-felt ſtruggle yield her up? 
. plain— tis plain-—he triumphs in my pangs! 
But I forget-—He has o'ercome his paſſion 
Nor need I yet deſpair—Shou'd I demand her 


FL FJ 
As a reward for ſervice yet unpaid ? 
*Tis madneſs but to think it---His love, howe'er 
Suppreſs'd by reaſon, never will conſent 
To ſee her in theſe arms! and grant it ſhou'd--- 
Wou' d his romantic honour e er permit 


Force on her virtue, or deem conqueſt's right 


Enough t' involve her in a father's ruin? 

'Twill never do! Hold, let me think a while! 

I have it now---She may be Ceolph's yet! 

She mall Vet that way leads to blackeſt guilt— 
Why be it ſo Away ye fooliſh ſeruples, 

Empire and Ethelinda! Sounds like theſe 

Might in the frozen boſom of old age 

Kindle ev'n youth again! Conſcience in vain 

With feeble barriers wou'd retard my paſſage; 
Ii leap above them all, and wing d with ardour, 
Gain like the eagle on ambition's ſun, | 
While diſtant mortals tremble ; write my name 
Amidſt the ſtars and ſhine enroll'd a god! Exif 


— ſ -——— 
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SCENE changes to the Royal Garden. 

Enter Edwin. 

Edw. What means this ſudden tranſport of deſire, 


This riſing tenderneſs that o'er my heart 
Spreads enervating ſoftneſs, and with courſe 


Deceitful ſteals upon my reſolution ? 

Am 1 not fix d? ſecur d againſt relapſe? 

And arm'd with virtue's all- ſufficient panoply | 

To combat with my weakneſs! Falſe, falſe boaſt ! 
Still rebel nature tells me I'm but man, 

And love, imperious love renews the ſtruggle! 

I feel it here and yet---Ha! heav'nly pow'rs, 
Where have my wand'ring feet betray'd their maſter, 
In muſing loſt—O ye delightful ſhades, awe 
Cool grotts, and verdant walks, that oft have heard | 
The ſoft complaint, the tender jealouſy £4 
And artleſs raptures of my happier love, 

How are ye chang'd of late! What fullen gloom 
Hangs on each well-known bow'r! What than ods 


| Saddens the hue of ey'ry drooping flow r, 


Aud deepens to my ear yon ſtream's ſoft murmur! 


L. ros. J 
Alas 8 am a O fatal memory 
But down my ſwelling heart Hence let me fly! 
My ſtay is dang'rous-—Shou'd-I meet her charms, 
I tremble for my virtue! Ah! ſhe s here! 
Then fate has done her worſt,—  // 
Enter Ethelinda. 

_ Ethel. My Oſmond! : | 

Ediv. I The curdling blood creeps chilly round my heart, 
And my weak trembling knees ſcarce bear me up! 
Ik I behold her-—I'm undone! | 
| Ethel, What can this mean? You turn in ſilence from * 
As truck with horror! Why do you ſhun me thus? 
Still ſilent !- — "Twas not ſo my Oſmond us'd 
To meet his Ethelinda | 
Ed. [Afide] Tis in. vain! 
Love bears me to my fate Her ev'ry word 
Sinks in my ſoul and wins me from myſelf! 
I turn to gaze-—ah no! to meet diſtraction! 
Etbel. Why do you gaze thus wildly in my face, 
With ſuch a look of mingled love and terrour? 

| P * 1 1 ; Heav'os, 
+ [Afde, turning from ber.] 7 
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| Heay'ns, how you tremble! Your diſorder d cheek | 
Betrays ſome wild commotion of the ſoul! 
Scarce can I give my wond'ring eyes belief! 
Yet ſure thou'rt Oſmond! 1 | 
Eqdw. Oſmond! Diſtracting OSD 9+ of 
I once was Oſmond and. completely: bleſt 
But now Im | 
Ethel. What? 
Edu. A wretch! Enquire: no farther-—- 
I wou'd not have thee ſhare my miſery 1 
For oh what pain! what more than common woe 
Attends the fatal knowledge! From my paugs 
J gueſs the anguiſh that thy heart wou'd feel! | 
Ethel. And is there ought diſturbs the peace of Oſmond 
He truſts not to this breaſt ? Unkind and cruel! AY 18 
Think ſt thou I meanly ſeek to ſhun thy ſorrow, 
Or want due fortitude to bear when ſelt? 
Too long alas! to heavy woes mur d 
This breaſt has learn d the rigid lore of patience 
And conſtancy of mind. A mather's death, 
And the fad fate of three illuſtrious brothers 


On one day claim'd my tears From grief to grief TE 
I 
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In painful ſeries have my years been led; 
Now knew I joy, till thy enchanting tongue 
To my fond ear thy winning tale addreſs'd, 
And taught me to indulge a virtuous flame! 
Why then conceal what I ſhall feel untold ? 
For know that Ethelinda muſt be wretched, 


While Oſmond feels concern! 
Edw. Wilt thou then force me to it? 
Oh, can I tell thee all! Il fated maid! 
Why was thy father, Anfrid! 
Ethel. Whence that pauſe, 
That ſceming horrour at the name of Anfrid? 
Haſt thou forgot he's Ethelinda's parent, 
And Oſmond's friend? Tis true, a crown uſurpt 
Obſcures the nobler virtues of his ſoul, 
And brands him with the hated name of tyrant! 
Tho' guilty, yet to thee he's blamelefs ſtill! | 
Sure he ne'er injur d Oſmond! 
Edw. Never, ſaidſt thou 
O he has wrong'd me, moſt ſeverely eka 
e thy pow'r to gueſs or mine to tell! 
P 2 
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Ethel. If inadvertently ſome act of his 
Has giv'n offence to Oſmond's jealous henour, 


Let him but know it, and his ready juſtice 


Will haſten to atone--- 


Eqdw. *Tis paſt redreſs! 
Ev'n penitence herſelf, o'er ſuch a deed, 
For ages ſhou'd ſhe weep! would weep in vain! 
Who can awake the dead !--- 
O my torn heart!---I had a father once-— 


Think on your own, nor wonder at my tears-— 


Ethel. A father, ſaid you! Did I hear thee right? 
Ah ſhou'd my fears prove true---Yet let me hope--- 
Aribert lives! 1 "apt 


Edu. Aribert lives indeed, 
But Oſwin ſleeps—ſleeps in the ſilent tomb! 
Ethel. Oſwin! are then my boding terrours juſt? 
Art thou ſay art thou ?— 


Edw. Ves I'm the wretch you mean 


That Oſwin's ſon! 


Ethel. Then were undone for ever - 


Edw. What! muſt we part! 


Ethel, 


EC. 
Ethel, We muſt, we muſt alas! 
Nature, religion, heav'n forbid our union! 
There's horrour in the thought and yet I know not 
Excuſe my weakneſs—'Tis a dreadful taſk | 
To bid farewell to all we love! to loſe, 
For ever loſe the hope once fondly cheriſſ dl 
Forget that we exiſt, and each endure 
The ſame ſad pangs, as the ſurvivor does | 
When death's pale hand between two weeping friends 
Relentleſs draws the curtain ! Break, break _.- 
And ſave me from this trial! | 
Edw. O Ethelinda, 
How frail is all my boaſted virtue now ! 
My courage ſinks at once! Oh, who can bear 
While happineſs ſtands fix'd within his reach 
For ever to be wretched? Tis not in man, | 
Such ſavage firmneſs! No, tyrannic duty 
Hence! I diſclaim thy dictates! Hear me now, 
Hear me, thou lovely maid For thee alone, 
' Behold! I ſacrifice ambition! fame! 
Forget my wrongs, reſign Northumbria's crown - 


Ev'n 
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_ Ev'a to the fatal author of my woes! 

Nay, yield to be his friend! Oh then refvard me 

With one kind look! let me adore thee ſtill, 

And with the name and humble hopes of Oſmond 

Reſume the rights he held within thy heart! 
Ethel. Amazing proof of unexampled love! | 

Can Oſmond then forget the wrongs of Edwin ? 

Impoſlible! nor can my honour yield 


Io terms that wrong ſuch worth! 5 


Edw. Talk not of honour! | 
Awake not in my breaſt thoſe fatal truths - 
That rack me into madneſs! Of them no more-— — 
Let's ſpeak of love and never-dying joys, 

Of conſtancy and rapture; let my thought 
Enamour'd dwell on all thy bright perfections; 
Revolve each wond'rous charm, till kindling ecſtaſy 
Wings my foul's flight above mortality, Ea 
And give her to attain—-Ha! mercy, heav'n! 

Is it illuſion and the work of fancy? 

Or do theſe eyes beholdꝑ- | 

Ethel. What means prince Edwin? 13s 


[mr 4 
Edw. Tis he! I know thoſe venerable features, 
That fainted form! O pardon, injur d ſhade, | 
Pardon thy hapleſs fon By heavn I ſwear 
Tho' thro' this bleeding breaſt I ſtab-—" tis done! 
What wouldſt thou further H he) waves me henoe— 
Go on; I follow! 5 5 | 
Ethel. [Catching bold of his ride] Stay, oh Edwin ſtay! 1 

I have a thouſand tender things to mention! 1 
A thouſand thoughts crowd on my fault ring —_— 
Yet ſtay at leaſt till my afflicted ſoul = 
Summons up all its fortitude to bear 
This mournful parting, till thefe lips can bid thee 
One ſolemn, laſt adieu | 5 

Edu. I muſt not hear the muſie of thoſe accents! 
For, like the Syren's, they arreſt my eourſe, 
And charm me to a ſtatue! Aid me heav'n 


To break the magic chain that ties my virtue! 
Thus, thus I force it! *—Yet one laſt parting look 
And then farewell to love O Gods, the weeps! 
She hn as and . n Edwin, bear the _ 


' 4 j , 
 * Breaks from her—-ſhe leans -wee ping 3 the ſeene. 
1 vw ſhort and turns to view her, | 
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| My reſolution ſtaggers at the thought! 
How fair ſhe ſeems! how lovely in her ſorrow, 
While the bright tear ſteals gently down her cheek 
'Midſt a ſoft bluſh! ſo ſhew the lucid dros 
Of morning on the Fweetly-bluſhing roſe! 
[Goes up to her.] Ethelinda! 

Ethel. Prince! 

Edu. Behold him at your feet 
Whom you was born to ſway | in vain my reaſon 
Wou' d ftrive rebellious to reſiſt your power; 
One glance diſarms my firmneſs! view me then 
Prepar'd to hear my ſentence from thoſe lips— 
Pronounce my doom-—'tis juſt I ſhou'd ſubmit 
Without one murmur to ſevereſt puniſhment! - 
For oh! what guilt can ever equal mine ds 
P ve drawn my Ethelinda's tears! 

Ethel No, Prince! 
Forget unhappy Ethelinda's — 
I blaſh at what I've done—-ſeduc'd by paſſion : 
Beyond the bounds of chaſte reſerve ] ſtray'd, 
And virgin modeſty---forgive my error! 


Twas 
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Twas the laſt effort of a dying flame! 
Let me conjure you then to aid my purpoſe! 
To ſhare the palm that pitying heav'n affords | 
To ſoften our diſtreſs! let future ages 
Admire our virtue while they mourn our fate! 
Admire that courage, which cou'd ſacrifice, 
Thus greatly facrifice to heay'n in parting! 

Edw. Parting? ah cruel maid !-—but tis in vain 
To move that marble heart—you. never loy'd! 
Ethel. Unkind reproach! that I have lov'd thee, Edwin, 
_ Witneſs each former action of my life, | 
Witneſs theſe tears!---yes, let me here repeat 
What oft with bluſhes thou haſt made me own: 
If to admire and to. eſteem thy worth 
With trueſt friendſhip, if to feel the force 
Of ſomething more than ſympathy of heart ; 
| To center all my joys and wiſhes in thee, | 
To prize thy welfare far beyond my own, _ 

If this be love, moſt tenderly I loy'd!— _ 
Let this content you—-other cares than PSY 
Now call on Ethelinda! and I muſt— 


by 


Muſt 


FO I 
? Muſt what ? alas I ſtrive in vain; my breath 
Stops ſhort, and the life-blood deſerts my Baur TH; 
Aſſiſt me angels in this one laſt effort 
To bid him---can I ſpeak! fare—oh farewell-- | * 
Fare well for ever! 5 RE 7 e E [Exit.] | 
Edi. For ever! Was it not ſo? | y e 


The melting muſic of that heav'nly voice 
Yet dwells upon my ear! ſo ſweet! ſo ſad! 
For ever! can it be? deny d even hope, 
Exib d for ever from thoſe beauteous eyes, 
Thoſe gentle ſuns that gave to Edwin, day ! 
Oh change of pain-—-my hapleſs father's wrongs 
Riſe to my thought, and his poor mangled form 
Vet ſtalks before my eyes! each grizzly wound 
Seems like a mouth to cry out vengeance, vengeance |! 
On whom? There lies the torture! O Ethelinda! 
Pardon, if thus conſtrain'd I wound thy peace! 
Pardon my cruelty !---yet am I cruel? 
Ah no—1 mourn the ſad neceſſity, py 
And bleed at every pore! yes, while this hand 
Trembling unſheaths the fated ſword of juſtice, 


The 
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The ſon performs, what the fond lover weeps 
So when great Brutus for his country's peace 
Doom'd to the axe the laſt of Junian rave, | 
For pity long the tender parent preſt ; 
Yet vainly pleaded i in his manly breaſt! 


Calm and unmov'd he view'd the traitors dead: | | 
The patriot triumph d- but the father—bled! Exit. 


End of the Second Act. 
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SCE NE, An Apartment in tbe Royal Palace. 
Enter Albina and Ethelinda. 
Ab. J Cannot, madam, but applaud your virtue 
T And wonder at its ſtrength! Such reſolution | 
Superiour to the weakneſs of our ſex! ' 
At once to triumph o'er the united force 
Of love and pity, of each winning motive | 
That urg d with art, from a dear lover's tongue 
Perſuaſive melts, and ſteals away our firmneſs! 


| O 'twas an arduous taſk! x | | | f ; 
Qia: Ethel, - 
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Fabel. Alas, Albina, 
Your partial fondneſs, ev'ry act of mine” 
Interprets in my favour! O had you known 
What pangs it coſt me to atchieve this greatneſs, 
How much at variance were my words and thoughts, 
Smiles on my face and—daggers at my heart, 
You wou'd not praiſe me thus. Tyrannic duty 
Exacts its right and triumphs o'er my love, 
But claims no empire o'er my ſilent tears 
Theſe ſure may flow without offence to heav'n, 
And while my pray'rs are offer'd for my father, 
One ſigh to Oſmond ftray-—and be forgiv'n! 
Alb. How hard your fate! but, nn . aſk 


How you reſolve to act in this affair? 


Say, do you purpoſe to ſuppreſs in ſilence 
The fatal ſecret that diſturbs your peace? 


Or will you own it to your royal father ? 
Ethel. There, there Albina, you have touch'd the point, 
The hidden ſpring whence all my ſorrows flow! 
Shou d I diſcloſe to him th important truth, 
I dread the conſequence! Too well I know 
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My father's temper; grateful and benign 
To thoſe he deems his friends, open and affable, 
And ev'n from nature ſway'd to gentle pity : 
But when ambition, when his darling paſſion 
Meets with an obſtacle, his ſudden fury 
Impetuous hurries him to ſome extreme, 
Leaps o'er the pale that ſevers guilt and virtue, 
And ſtifles in the tumult of quick action 75 
The voice of nature. 

Alb. Can you then reſolve 
To doom your wretched father to deſtruction, 
And yield him up a victim to his foe! 

Etbel. Thou cruel but to think it! No, Albina, 
Cou'd I imagine the leaſt danger threaten'd 
The precious days of him who gave me being, 
Inſtant I'd fly upon the wings of duty 
T' avert the fancy'd ill Ves, cou'd prince Edwin 
But entertain one thought againſt his life, 
Tho' he was lodg d within my very heart, 
Theſe hands ſhou'd tear bim forth, ſhou'd with this Neel 
Thro my own boſom tab the lurking traytor 


[ a8. J 
Alb. Yet think, my princeſs, (tho' your prudence hence 
Foreſees no danger to the life of Anfrid,)- | 
| His crown muſt needs be riſk'd! Think you that Edwin 
= Will er forget his birth, renounce the rights 
of majeſty, and tamely ſee a ſubjec 
Uſurp thoſe honours that ſhou'd —_— his brow ! | 
Im poſſible ! | 
Ethel. To what wou dſt thou adviſe me? 
My father, as you own, uſurps a crown 
That Edwin juſtly claims! and muſt I join 
In impious league with fraud and tyranny 0 
To bar him of his right? muſt I too plunge | 
My wretched parent in the blackeſt depths 
Of guilt? No, rather let me ſave his honour 
Inviolate from tain, from the fell crime 
: Of murder and its horrours !-—Witneſs heav'n 
With what content, what heart-affeQiing joy 
| I'd Arip me of this borrow'd dazzling grandeur, wy ent 9 
| Nay ſtoop to mis ry, cou'd my change of fortune 
Reſtore my father to his native innocence! — 
: _ Madam, the king 1 and with him, Ceolph! 


* 
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Ethel What can this viſit mean! at ſuch an bor! 
So unexpected---but be calm my heart! 
| Enter Anfi rid, Men anne, Ge. 
Ethel. My father and 1 king! Tm fo him. 15 
Ai. Riſe Ethelinda! POCO PE an | 
My beſt-belov'd, whoſe PN features 
And winning ſweetneſs, to my raptur'd ſight - 
Preſent the once-loy'd conſort of my bed: | 
Revive her ſainted memory, and call 
The tear of ſoft affection from my eye! 
Or I'm deceiv'd, or in that tete locckcxk 
I read true love and duty! 
Ethel. O my ſov'reign, 
Can there ariſe one doubt within your breaſt 
Of Ethelinda's love? My ſwift obedience, 
Still ever as I learn'd your royal will, 
Ambitious flew to execnte its purpoſe 1 
Amply repaid by your indulgent ſmile! = 
Anf. Yes, thou waſt ever duteous, ever good! 
Nor do I harbour the leaſt doubt or fear | 
Of not obtaining the deſir d requeſt 


come to make thee 
1 Ethel. 


e 
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Ethel. Name it and I ſeize 
The bleſt occaſion to atteſt my truth ___ 
By prompt compliance! * 

Anf. In this valiant chief 
Behold the man, whoſe zealous loyalty 
Ev'n now from treaſon's dark inſidious malice 
Preſerves my crown and life! Aſſiſt me then : 


To pay ſuch ſervices, and give your heart 


Where I already have engag'd your hand— 
What, ſilent, daughter? Whence this ſeeming fright 

And conſternation! Why are your eyes thus fix'd 

In gloomy gaze unmeaning on the earth, : 

As tho' my words had froze you , 

Ethel. O cruel fate! O loſt, loſt Ethelinda !  »[Afide.) 

Forgive me, fir, if theſe your ſudden orders 4 

So. unexpected, (ſhou'd | ſay, fo dreadful?) = 

Have overwhelm'd my pow'rs— You bid me ſpeak ! 

Ah how can I reply! Shou'd I confeſs 


I cannot yield to change my ſtate for marriage, 


And wiſh you to recall your ſtern command--- 
I fear 'twould grieve you-—-and that fear is death! 


LL 
Anf. How! am I anſwer'd thus? Perverſe and ſullen, 
Is this th' obedience that you ſhew my will? 
This your return for all my laviſh fondneſs? 
Ethel. Ah, fir, in pity hear your wretched child | 
And ſpare that frown !-I carinot bear your anger— 


Look milder on me, or I die before you! 
Let me not prove an out-caſt from your love, 
But find in Anfrid ſtill the beſt of parents; 
| Ready to pardon Ethelinda's weakneſa, 

And ever-mindful to preſerve her peace, 
Her future happineſs!-—Is there, alas, 
No other way to ſhew my filial duty, 
But by becoming moſt completely wretched? 
Will nothing but my ruin pleaſe a father? 
I know I die, if you withdraw your fondneſs— 
But oh! I die, if I obey your will! 
Then on my knees let me thus bend for mercy | 
Thus plead-— 

Anf. Tl hear no more! 8 girl! 

Or quick prepare to yield my will compliance 
And give your hand, or by yon ſhining * | 
R - 5 Mlark 


„ 
Mark me, thou ſtubborn wretch---To-morrow's ſun 
At its firſt bluſhing ſhall behold you join'd 
To valiant Ceolph at the holy alta; 
Or ſee this arm forgetting all the father, 
Write the reſentments of an injur'd: monarch 
In your rebellious blood-—Mark me and tremble ! 
Farewell, my ſon! I leave you both together: 


Perhaps your tongue can better win obedience, © 
And make her coyneſs (if tis coyneſs) yield! 002 13] [Bank] 
[Ethelinda reclines weeping on Albina. a; 


Ceo. Pardon, fair princeſs, my preſuming can 


Which elſe! ſhou d condemn to ſtricteſt ſilence, 


But that it pains my ſoul to ſee you weep, © , 
And think that Ceolph is the wretched cauſe--- 
Yet ſure you cannot blame a love like mine! 

So humble, fo reſpectful —-I confeſs ': 
There's ſuch a beam of majeſty around you, 
Something ſo wond'rous like divinity 

As awes my paſſion into diſtant worſhip, :, 
And tells me I'm unworthy—-Yet I ne | 

My ſervice render'd to your * father 


Wou d ſtron Ely plead--- 
Ethel. 


| [088 i 

Ethel. _ Infulting creature, peace? 
Nor wound my hearing with that cullowe de 
Of odious courtſhip! If thou haſt render d 
A ſervice to my father, wait from him all dg: 
And from his gratitude a fit reward! 
That with my thanks and thou art rl . 
Ceo. Yet, madam, tho you ſcorn my bea vows, 
If there is ought by which I till can ſerve you, 


Command your ſlave! | | 
Ethel. Am then brought 0 "> 


To aſk a favour from a ſubject's hands? 


Afflicting thought! Vet ſince it muſt be 8 nr 


One way | there is by which you may n men 1 23 
Retire and leave me to my ſorrows! em ad fie Taos Srott 
c Howl © wilt) hill yd 15 7e bas dic d ifs 


Can Ceolph be ſuch a deteſted object. 
But I obey—Vouchſafe/at leaſt t.inform mem | 


What, madam, I ſhall tell your royal father, £ 85 


Or how behave upon this ſtrange oecaſion. bo 137 
Ethel. Reſign your vain pretenſions 2 bends. 


And free my father from his promiſe gizen Arold oh bazd 


3 omann R 2 


[ 124 J 
Ceo. What, princeſs, wou'd you have me _ a king 

By a refuſal of his royal bounty ? 

Arraign his judgment in his choice of me, 

And ſcorn his high alliance? Rather bid me 

To ſay that you diſdain the faithful Ceolph, 

And to a father's ſacred juſt commands 

Oppoſe the fooliſh dictates o caprice 

And female pride! 
Ethel. Stop thy licentious ton gue, 

And learn it ill becomes a ſubject like thee 

To cenſure his ſuperiours, and to parley. | 

With one whoſe nod cou'd-inftant fix his doom! 


Czo, Now, by my foul, this haughtineſs delights me! | 


How great will be my triumph to ſubdue 

This ſwelling ſpirit, and aided by thy father 
To lord it oer thee with a huſband's right! 

Ethel. Am I awake! ber infolence i is this! 
Monſter ! KS 

Ceo. - Yes madam! I believe indeed 
In Ethelinda's eyes I ſeem a monſter! '' 
Tis hard to pleaſe het faney—Oſmond' alone TH 


Enamour d 


| Buliseht d ſhe admires and doats upon! 
Oſmond! to whoſe aſſaſſinating ſteel 100 
The beauteous parricide would m bare 
A father's boſom! : : 
Eitel Bus let l hm de mich 
Which baſely utters theſe foul avg 
I ſhould reſent them as a princeſs ought, | 
Shou'd teach thy. pride, how great a diſtance lies 7 
Twixt Ethelinda, and her ſlave! 
Ceo. Tiis well! 
I thank you, but by all the pangs I Ic, 
_ Ill glut my vengeance on this ee dae 
Nor ſhall you ſcape yourſelf: to-morrow's light 
Shall dawn upon my triumph, and this hang 
Spite of reſiſtance drag thee to the altar! ant bak 
Ethel, No! ere I yield, to ſuch. abhorr'd eee Hed 16314 
| Anfrid incens'd ſhall plunge his dagger Derr, ont aid diet 102 
And death relieve me from thy hated ven f 38 big od 
Ceo, Nay, madam, dou's der the? Qin n 
You yet may find ſome lover. i in hig ted. 


Tones other traitor to the late——but, ————— l 
WI | | | Thad 


© 


E 


I had forgot —your father waits my return 


To lead his troops with him againſt this hero, 
This Oſmond or pretended Edwin! ha! 
Do you turn pale at hearing of his danger? _ 1:06 e 
You do, proud maid! think not that bluſh can hide it! 
But I muſt take my leave—have you no token 
No pledge of love, no laſt farewell to ſend him? 
Ethel, Barbarian! [Afide.] No, thou baſe vain-boaſting coward, 
Fate never doom'd fo brave a prince as Edwin 
Po fall by Ceolph's recreant hand! Thy heart 
Trembles within thee at his very name! 
'Thou dar'ſt not, traitor, meet him i in the field 
Whom thou haſt injur'd with ungen'rous taunts! wer au 
Ceo. By heav'n theſe words have.rous'd my Neeping rage, ane 
And fann'd a fire no tears of thine ſhall quench 06f1 is: 46,0114? 
Hear hell! and all ye fiends record my vow! g W 
Ne er ſhall this ſword, which now my anger draws, 
Be ſheath'd again, till on this Edwin's breaſt 
It writes in blood the juſt revenge of Ceolph! © 
Now ſcorn me if thou wilt—for I am fixt an yen 29% 
To wound thee in the tend'reſt- point Thy love! Exit. ] 
11 „ | | Ethel. 
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| Ethel. Stay, cruel man—what has my raſhneſs done! 
Fly my Albina— Tell him no ee ca | 1781 
Return again—Oh I am all diſtraction! 
The ſad event which long my fears dreligd 0 
At length has happen d- and a thouſand grief? 
Plant here their thorns—1 tremble for my father! 
Oh ſhou'd ſome weapon reach his precious life. 
Or ſtill more horrid, ſhou'd the hand of Edwin — 
Let me not dwell upon the thought, or madneſs 
May ſeize my brain-—ye tutelary powers, | 
That watch well-pleas'd the awful fate of majeſty; 
O ſpread your ſhelt'ring pinions round his'brow, - 
And thro the fatal throng of hoſtile ſpears, + 
From ev'ry peril, ev'ry means of death 
_ Gracious protect . father and oy ng) ? bee 


SC E N E changes : 2 Aribert' $ "Palace. © * 
; ; Enter Edwin, Aribert, Edgar, Hermenfred, Ge. 
Eau. Fly. ſwift ye hours, and ſpur the lazy Reeds 
of drowſy time! how wears the night, my friends 5 
For if impatience counts the n minutes right, ON” 


Her courſe i is tedious! | 
pe | > | Arib. 


1 2af= 17 
Artb, Tedious indeed, my prince, 
To expectation, which outwings the flight 
Of ſwifteſt time But fay, my brave eise 
Are all things fix d? your ſoldiers at the ſtation? 
Edg. They are, and wait impatient for the bell 
That tolls us tothe work! IT 
Arib. But where is Ceolph ? 
He ſurely ſhou'd be here! Does he not mean 
To j Join us with his force? 
Herm. Doubt not he will! 
I know him valiant and of truth ape: 
A mortal foe to Anfrid, who (he thinks) 
Has not | ufficiently eſteem d his worth, 
But after all his wars and glorious ſervice | 
Throws him aſide, while upon other fay'rites 
He ſhow'rs his bounties---but I go to ſeek him 


And bring him to your preſence on this inſtant. 


[The bel = 


Edew. "Tis done! thi auſpicious hou 1 my friends, i is come! 1 


Fate tolls the bell! Hark, how its iron tongue 
Breaks on- the ſolemn ſilence of the night, 


„„ 
And with a deep ning murmur beats the knell 

Of thouſands. yet to fall! Now not one ſtar | 
Gleams o'er night's ſable veil, but midnight gloom 
In thickeſt ſhades wraps yon devoted tow'rs! 


Stern vengeance ſtalks her round, and inly pleas'd : 


Smiles at the riſing ſtorm, while ruthleſs death 
Uſurping for a while ſleep 8 gentle office 
Weighs down each lid, and as he marks his victim, 
Locks ev'ry ſenſe in more than ſtygian reſt? 
Ev'n Nature ſleeps, and o'er creation's bounds 5 
Silence reigns awful! What a ſolemn pauſe! 
How terrible a calm ! 'The mournful contraſt | | 
| Heightens the horrours of th approaching ſcene: - 
And ſteals a tear from mild /humanity ! 
So when the languid waves in filence fleep, 
And peace deceitful ſmooths th expanded deep; | 
Heav'n's broad horizon ſhines ſerenely fair, 
And not one breath dies on the liſt ning ear! 


Sudden the ſtorm burſts furious from the ſkies, WY 


Pours on the e deep, and bids its horrours riſe! | 


9 


Fad 7 
The indignant ſurges mix in deaf ning roar! 
Wave after wave the'wat'ry mountains pour, 
And a wide ruin whelms the trembling ſhore! ES 
Enter haſtily Hermenfred, his Sword drawn! - 
Edi. Ha! Is not that Hermenfred ? Whence this haſte R 
Why art thou drawn: ? and wherefore on wk cheek: 
_ Sits pale diſinay ? 
Herm. All's 2 paſs d 
Ev'n now we tread on ruin Treaſon, mw treaſon 
Has ſold us to the tyrant! Armed b 
Beſet the palace- gates with thronging ſpears, — 
And Ceolph leads them on The tyrant too 
Urges th attack in perſon, while your ſervants 
With deſp'rate valour yet ſuſtain their onſet, 
5 And guard the narrow paſſes What's to be done, 
Reſolve, my friends, with ſpeed! N 
Edu. What, ſilent all! 
Frozen with fear? O ſhame are * the men, | 
That erſt ſo daring in heroĩc ſpeech, 
Vow'd with their blood to ſeal their country” g freedom? 
Is death fo terrible ? Now, by all the gods 


 » wu 
I ſtand amaꝝ d to ſee you palh'd thus 
With quiv'ring limbs, and ſcarco bilieve my eyes, 
Unknowing how to fear! d 

Arib. Think not, brave Edwin, | 
The ſight of danger e er can ſhake our fouls, 
Nor deem our filence the reſult of fear! 
Wert thou but ff M1 : | 

Edu. Periſh th inglorious thought! 
What! fly? deſert my troops? and meanly ſhrink 
From danger's call?---Old man, thy fooliſh fondneſs 
Is foe to Edwin's glory Come, my friends, a his food 

| Purſue my ſteps! Let fate's more favour'd n minions 
To joyful victory their forces lead: | Vet So... 
Your king-—ſhall teach you; HOW To DIE | + — | 

S C E N E continues. | 
Alorms, the 12 Wie fight beard. 

Ceo. What hoa, proud Edwin! ! Where is this boafted hero 
That fain would rob a monarch of his crown, 
And me of Ethelinda! Thro' the preſs FF 


- Of combatants and arms in vain. I ſeek him, | 


|; | e 


I 


And dare him to the fight! By all my e 
The daſtard ſhuns me and deſerts the field! 
But flies in vain—Th' inextricable tolls 
Of ruthleſs fate (thanks to this honeſt head!) 
" Have ſnar'd the eaſy fool, and hold him faſt 
My deſtin'd victim! 

Egbert. [Without.| Speed to the a gate! | 5 5 
Haſte, fly! The king encompaſs d by his foes a 
With furious Edwin thund'ring at their head, 
| Demands your ſwiſteſt aid. n Ha! whom have we here? : 
| Ceolph! N 

Ceo. Egbert! 

Egb. How fares it with my friend? 
I fear thou' rt wounded ſince I find thee here! 
Elſe ſure the gallant Ceolph ne er wo u'd quit 
The glorious ſcene of arms, but foremoſt ws 
And lead on Anfrid to the crimſon * 

Of joyful conqueſt! | 
Ceo. What thy Ceolph can | # 
Let this ſword ſpeak! "Tis ſtain'd with nobleſt blood 
Of haughty Edwin's friends! But vain my boaſt 

Az Oi A While 


1 
While that arch- rebel bears his creſt aloft, 1 0 
Nor pays the debt he owes to my revenge! To 
O give him to my ſword, malignant pow'rs 
That ſmile on guilt, and thou ſnake-crown'd revenge, | 
Riſe from thy gloomy throne in Erebus, | 
And feaſt thee with the fight! | ; 
Egb. Thy pray'r is heard, We FM 
> And Egbert will himſelf conduct thee to him! 
Ev at the weſtern gate, where fierceſt florms 
The cloſing war, and ſlaughter ſpreads its  horrours, 
Edwin impetuous preſſes on our guards 
That ſhrink beneath his arm! With ſuch a blaze 
His helmet lightens and his faulchion gleams, 
As ſtrikes ev'n terrour to the ſoul of Anfrid ! | 
Ceo. Enough! lead onI pant—T burn for vengeance, 
And ev'ry moment that delays the combat 8 
Is tedious as an n age Away my friend. |  [Exeunt,] 
Enter Edwin at another "ORs Lge tel. 
| Elko. *Tis all in vain! The angry pow'rs above 
Have doom' d Northumbria's fall! O'ermatch'd with numbers, 
And ſpent with ceaſeleſs toil my valiant friends © 
435 „ | Fall 
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Fall their tir d weapons, while the coward fſoes 


Pour on elate, and with freſh multitudes 
Hem us yet cloſer in—I ſcorn to i, Jn 
While death's within my reach! and yet one fear | 
Beats anxious in my boſom! Shou'd curſt fortune 
Doom me to chains, a captive, to the ſcorn | 
And galling inſults of this i impious tyrant! | 
Diſtraction! How the thought unmans my courage! 
Yet ſure it cannot be! ſince if this arm 
Miſſes the monſter's heart, a nobler blow 
Shall do me Juſtice here 5 
Enter Ceolph bebind him. 
Ceo. Turn thee, proud traitor, 

And meet thy fate! A ar 

Edu. Ha Ceolph! Wake my rage x 
At ſight of ſuch a fiend, and edge this weapon 

With double vengeance ' By my father's ſhade 

j joys my ſoul, deteſted ſlave, to think 
Thou yet doſt live to meet the ſword of Edwin! 
Falſe-hearted traitor to thy rightful prince 
' Impious profaner of th all- righteous gods! 
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Ceo. Thou fooliſh boy! think'ſt thou with ſolemn tone 
And preaching to affright the foul of en $ 11102 
Have at thee and thy god“! 1 Ceolph falls 
Edw. This to thy heart! £7, 
Ceo. Curſe on the ſtripling's ſword! This db arm 
Unnerv'd by guilt with idle point oppos d him; 
And Ceolph falls, falls by a rival's hand; 
By a baſe boy, inglorious! O curs d chance! 
O ſtain to all my wars. Vet know, vain boy, 
Thou ſhalt not triumph long Anfrid's at hand — 
My great avenger—-and—-oh ! | ; . . 
Ea. He fables not + : Sid of: 
They come! On one important moment hangs -/ 
* n. s fate, and all my hopes of vengeance! 
Enter Anfrid, Guards, Sr... 
Tyrant thou? rt met * Now juſtice to thy work, 


Tho thouſands fence him round — lt will not be 


0 treach'rous cowards—O weak feeble arm 


* At length thou rt min6—and tis Rr! tum to fear! 


3 Ruſte on Anfrid; he retreats, _ the guards A . 
| * | after a "ou Maxie rs difarm d and þ ſeix d 


. 


Ha! doſt thou dare nie ſlave! With what a look 
Of mingled ſcorn and rage the chal Graces us, 
As tho' he meant to fright me with that frown 
Of ſtern defiance low'ring on his brow! _ 
A captive's pride? Tis not to be eadur'd! _ 
Who am I? Speak, doſt thou not know me yet? 
Edu. Not know thee, tyrant? Yes, .thou art he, 
That man of blood, whoſe dire unhallow'd rage 1 
Thy bleeding country mourns, whoſe hated name 7 
Throughout the realm * widow'd matrons curſe, 
And teach their trembling babes to liſp with horrour 
Thou art the wretch, whoſe parricidal hand 5 
Not pity, not the rev'rence due to age, 
Not ev'n the awe that waits upon the perſon 


Of heay'ns anointed cou'd diſarm Thou art--- 


Anf. Confuſion, death and hell! Audacious traitor - 


Talk ſt thou of rev'rence due to majeſty ? 
Thou? who haſt dar'd with baſe inſidious art, 
With black conſpiracy and midnight ruffians 
To practiſe on my life and when detected, 
With guilt avow'd to point thy murd'rous ſteel | 


1 Full 


1 
Full at thy ſov'reign's breaſt . Bring fetters here 
Lacs tho i chains nad bones evan 
This pride of ſoul ! 
Ed. Yes, bind theſe free-born hands! | 6.3 
Pluck out this tongue too Which proclaims thy wallet. 
Yet know, deluded man, thou canſt not ſtifle: 
The dreaded voice within! Thou canſt not chai 
Rebellious conſcience! Twill upbraid ator 
Will harrow up thy ſoul with ſecret fears, 
. And make thee curſe the wag of coalugh 
To ome grave dra) — da 
Who dreams of virtue and I know not what! „ oY 
Enter Egbert and Guurd, with Aribert, e Prijiers, 8 | 
O e We ee H 0 nw el 
Theſe rebels fall, al in esp och Gevicest | 
Arib. [ Aſide.] Edwin in chains—-Then freedom is no more! \. 
Egb. Thus proſper all the fors of We Aufrid! | 
190K 


* 
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Thy facred life, dad from the mo Band v0 12 36 Nu 
Of treaſon flrike 112 ſpear! #zhod bas zial * i e 
Anf, Preſumptuous ſlaves! e Jo hig eit 


Jo dare attempt a ſcheme fo vaſt,” ſo danger „ 
And with ſuch feeble means: Led ape n 1 227 366 en 
A hoary traitor and a beardleſs boy! biboleh xrozd 3nY; 


But let them leatn their raſhneſs, ha bleed — 
Meantime ſay, Egbert, where's my un _ 


My brave deliv'rer, Ceolph *? a. e HOP HOOD OT qu 

Ed. Whom thou ſeek't oY 2d7 Sinus vl} oxtu 
Behold him where he lies—Well 0 00 thou mentis 15 5 
And ſtart with horrour at the hand of juſtice! It 
Yes, view him well! Mark there ambition's wages 
And think what Anfrid merits! Think that the bolt 
ls wing'd to fall on thy devoted head! 
Anf. Peace n his e hence thoſe Daves 
| | 7 1 o the N 
And plunge them in the EE thickeſt. en 3 | 
There let them groan, till with to-morrow's light 
The ſcaffold's ready Then, thou rebel, then 


7 
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| Theſe eyes ſhall gra ahne on thy pangs— am, 7 
Then ſhalt thou curſe thy f DH them off". 
| [Guard fre 401 


Arib, My prince! 87 king! 
We ſoon ſhall meet uſo part oo mr! 
[Exeunt guarded ſeveral] 
Anf. Convey the body fcabe hence, and ſee it laid 
With all due rites among the marble tombs 
That ſhrine our fainted kings! That duty pal 
And a few tears o'er hapleſs merit dropt! 
Well welcome joy, an ever-prateful-gueſt; 2ba2b 80 190 Ae) 
Once more return'd-—And yet (the cauſe I now not 5 bid be 
Some fatal gloom uſurps upon my mind, 
And damps my big —Auay ye trig fears" DDO ν0ꝗ g 
Ye groundleſs phantoms<-This-auſpicis Hugo) ni lies 28 al 
Has fix d my throne ſecure t Snowwiwhio r : boA 
Of Cuture joys in mee trol. None 150 ei 101 
vhs prinz Eos eig flaftot 2011 
rund oer „ 4 
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Northumbria's plains with ſmiling peace are bleſt, Wert os 8 85 A 
And Anfrid reigns in e' ry ſubjects breaſt! [Beit] 


* 


End of the Third, Acer, 
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Enter: Aud 8 29911 9b Us * 497 
HAT ax thou, Ott dept men, 2257 
That ſtill impertunate with hated νj,j _ s bu R- 


Call'ſt our paſt deeds afreſn to memory,. ns vf oHEẽ hp. I 
And bid'ſt them haunt us with remorſo -In n 976Ft bon 
We ſtrive to fly thee Midſt the banquet's ys vis let 500 7 
Thy unexpected ee eee lild yer aging be 
| Infuſes gall in the gay-ſmiling bowl, T--gooredyq toibiodmg od 
And turns each wholeſome viand into * ot 3mm Ezibek kr 
Nor is our couch ſecure! Ey'n muſie vainly: 
Her ſofteſt airs and ſolema raptures tres: 2511 5 G + ub 01 
To breathe repoſe on down] O oonſtienco, omen selqget F. 


2 
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"Tis thine to pierce diſſimulation s yell, 


no N 2 s 2 N . 


L 181 ] 
To ſtrip o our vice of flatt ry's gaudy 
1 And ſhake with fears the moſt undaunted breafi— 


But ſee, my friend eee Ha! what means 
That look of wildneſs? Wherefore is thy! check” 


Pale and impreſt with horrour? | 

Egb. May kind heavn 
Avert my fears and render omens vain! 
But ſuch unheard of prodigics—Such 2 
The recollection's dreadful ! e 


Anf. Calm your thoughts, 
And give a moment's pauſe to troubled fancy ; 
Then tell me what thou' ſeen! for all my ſpirit. 
Alarm'd ruſh forward to my'throbbing heart, | 
And expectation hangs upon thy words 

Egb. Not I alone, but wand'ring crowds bebeldie! 
En now beheld it! Oer the Jacid moon 
A ſudden night was ſpread and quench d its oO 
Wen from the darken'd orb} at onet emerging 
A fanguine creſcent, wond'rqus to behold, 
Gleam d with portentous fire—and as this instant 
1 >. nat the court, where wrought 3 in breathing ſtone 


Thy 


— 


„ 
Thy ſcepter'd image treads upon rebellion] 5 
Swift from on high a livid blaze of light'ning 
Aim'd at the ſtatue, from th' imperial front 
Struck off its crown pale with concern we gaz d: 
While from the violated marble guſh'd. 
A crimſon ſtream, and lav'd the pedeſtal ! 
Nor is this all The yawaing graves „ DN otro t#6) 
The ſacred dead, and thro th affrighted wo: eee ful ue 
Pale bleeding ſpectres glide— +. Huthgot5-#ao;Doiluoor ad 
Anf. No more, good Egbert CCC 3 
My ſoul ſuperiour to this credulous fear 155 1 . bh 
Laughs at what moonſtruck fancy wildly dreams. 
Nor heeds your idle Lene! Yes, my friend, 4646 
'Tho' ruin ſhou d unhinge the frame of nature I Eah 
And chaos ſtruggle for her antient reign; n 
Unmov d I'd ſmile upon the dreadful conflict, oh 
Did not a fiercer tempeſt rage within ! 
"Tis guilt that makes the coward! Hence the blood 
Forſakes the fading check and burſts the groan 
For know-—I'm moſt unhappy ! - unto is od 


& af 
— 


Aa 
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Eg How, my liege.. 

When fortune ſeats you in an erivied throne, 

And gives you to expect unnumber'd 1 880 

Of future fame and rule! | 
Auf Oh Egbert, Egbert, 

How vain a hope! The ee hi 

Sits heavy on my brow—'Tis ſtain d with blood! 

And oh what blood! Hide it for ever hell, 

And blot it mem'ry from thy awful records! 

The hallow'd blood of an anointed kingnß 0 7 
Egb. It grieves your faithful ſlave to mark 1 pain— LEY 

'Tis fruitleſs now—Let me intreat you then | 

From this reflection to divert your thoughts: 

Think rather of revenge! Think of to-morrow | 

That brings the doom of Edwin.! —_ 
Anf. Egbert, no! | 

He muſt not die—lt is a e ank 

My ſoul beneath the reach of heav'n's nne 

Cou d but I win him to forget his wrongs, © - 

I then were bleſt indeed!!! 

Egb. "Tis eaſy done! : 


L i 


[ 26s ]” 


The hopes of mounting yet Northumbria's throne 
On your deceaſe, perhaps would bend his ſpirit. 

Anf. Wou'd that content him think you'd: 

Egb. Hold! a thought 

Comes croſs me now that cannot fail My liege,. 

Or much I err, or to exceſs of madneſs - | 

He loves your daughter. 2 0 

An. have heard as much -x ior go Da 
And I perceive your ſcope If onght can foften ;-26%d bak 

His ſtubborn heart, and mould it to our wiſh, bse 
Tris that— The gift of Ethelinda s hang 
And the bright proſpect of a throne combin'd d 

Will ſurely triumph o'er his boaſted virtue! 

Fly then, my Egbert Quick __ theſe terms, 


And win him to conſent—- 


Egb. I go this moment! 
Auf. Succeſs attend thy 4 hi my 3 
Employ with {kill the pow'rs of ſoft perſuaſion, 
Uſe all thy eloquence, and bear him down 
With the reſiſtleſs torrent of thy ſpeech. 
Remember he's but man! frail, weak and prone 


Af 


Ta 
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To errour's flow ry path! ! By toil. unconquer d 

Vet pleaſure's votary! Remember too 

That love himſelf ſhall ſecond ev'ry reaſon: 

Love, that oft ſinks. the monarch to the flave, 

And makes the warriour yield! 'Midſt all the pride 

And dazling pomp of vict'ry he repines 

And ſighs in ſecret, While ſome captive's charms. 

Enthrall his mind ; her falling country's wrongs | 

Repay, and vindicate a ed world! I Execunt.] 


= C E N E change to the Pn. 


Edwin di Jerver d fitting in a — . 
| He riſes and comes forward. 

Edw. What ſullen gloom hangs on theſe priſon walls. 
And throws a more than common night around; = 
Save where yon lamp projects its ſickly beam, 

And renders horrour viſible! Each cell | 
Frequented only by th' unhallow! d tread _ 

Of midnight murderers! Dire ſcene of crimes! 
Where echo ceaſeleſs thro the low-brow'd arch 


Swells the {ad ſounds of puniſhment and woe: 919174. 
Y a «v7.7 The 
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The clink of chains, and cries of tortur'd guilt, LEAK 
And groans con vulſive of th expiring wretch! 99 e 25 F 
If innocence ſhrinks back appall'd at this, 9 
What muſt the guilty feel? Vet here, ev'in here * = 
Edwin can find th' aſſuring ſmile of peace 
That Anfrid wants! Can free and uncon¹ 105 55 
Defy theſe chains that cannot bind the ſoul, . 
And tow'r above the reach of proud oppreſſion i 
Enter an Officer with Aribert in chains. 

Off. This laſt ſad interview the king allows 
Mov'd by your urgent pray'rs! There is your friend! - 
Employ your time well --- 1 

Arib. Tis enough retire T 
Wie wou'd be private go and wait at diſtance. | ¶ Exit. Officer. 
Edi. H Or ſure I dream or elſe that well-known voice 
"Tis he—lt i is my Aribert 

Arib. O my king, HK 
Forgive this fond intruſion of my love! 
This one laſt fault! I cou d not die in peace | 
Till theſe old eyes had got one farewell look, 
Theſe arms once preſt thee to. my longing boſom! 

+ Turning about. ; | _ Edw, 


1 4 ] 


Edu. O Aribert, do I again infoldde | 1 


In this embrace the father of my youth? 
The man, whoſe prudent care, whoſe ſage inftruQions | 
Have arm'd me with due fortitude, have "_ me. 
How glorious ' tis to ſuffer; for our country? 

Then heav'n at length is kind! Thou deareſt friend, 

A thouſand tender thoughts of grateful love 

Are ſtruggling here O. painful bliſs of 8 

Which the heart feels, yet language cannot ac 

My father, more than father! 

Arib. Tis enough! 5 volt 

This goodneſs has rewarded all my pains) 

And I abſolve my fate! My prince's ſmile 

More than repays me for the frowns of fortune; 

It chears my ſoul amidſt a dungeon's gloom, 

And makes the tyrant's chains fit WIG upon me! 
Arib. Alas, my Aribert! | 
 Arib. Whence that ds nl 

Why do you preſs my hand, and look thus camel, 

While true affection ſoftens in your 3 


Ede. Canſt thou not read — — | 
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Oh can I view that venerable a 
Thoſe ſilver hairs unmov'd? To think thy age 
Muſt fall a prey to bloody ruthleſs ruffians, 
Thy age, which ſhou'd amongſt a thouſand joys, 
A thouſand kind endearments of thy friends, 
Have gently clos d and ſlumber'd into peace! 
Arib. How gen rous is this pity! Vet, my liege, 
On me tis thrown away For what alas, 
What; joys can life to ſuch as me afford? 
A few dull languid hours of wretched being 
Or doz'd in childiſh indolence, or worn 15 
In crazy pains and racking cares of age, 
And death muſt cloſe my ſcene! Oblivion ſoon 
Steal on my very name, and all my actions 
Like this frail body moulder into duſt! 
Not ſuch my preſent hopes! A life of glory 
Uncircumſcrib'd by ſpace or time! Secur'd' 
From all th' uncertainties of frail exiſtence! 


Still freſh and blooming in the new applauſc 


And admiration of ſucceeding times! 
This is to live indeed! A bleſſing fate 


Reſerves for few and patriots only claim 


L 149: 1 
Edv. Heroic firmneſs! tara 


You lead the way, and by your great example 
To emulation point the ſhining path; 

Here then I conſecrate to freedom's cauſe 

The bloom and vigour of my youth! its hopes 
And all my promis'd'joys! All that cou'd make 
This world the object of fond Edwin's wiſhes! 

Arib. O greatly ſpoken! Let's then together tread 
With an intrepid ſtep the gloomy path 
That opens to the grave! Calm and undaunted 
Bare to th' oppreſlor's ſword our freeborn breaſts, 

And ſmile upon the coward hand of guilt | 
That trembles as it ſtrikes! 

Edi. Then hear us, gods! 
If yet your vengeance dooms a guilty land 

To further woes, and for ſome awful ene 

Unſcann'd by human penetration, bids 

A tyrant reign triumphant Lo we ſtand 
Tue firſt; the willing victims of your wrath! 

Ye know 'twas virtue, twas our country's cauſe 
Unſheath'd our hallow d ſteel! That when we fought, 


„ | 


We fought not to oppoſe your juſt award, 1 
But calm, reſign'd, and patient of repulſe {114 14 
We ſunk beneath your hand! O if one prayr c 8 0 
May yet amidſt the terrours of your juſtice, i att 
On mercy's wings be waſted-to your-thtone,:. b tte mold of ; 
Preſerve, preſerve our country! From our blood: - --- 

May freedom bloſſom grateful! May ſome chief, 

| Some favour'd hero with more happy zeal Vi 
Diffuſe its ſweets around, and bleſs a kingdom! 42101! 

Enter Egbert and Guards. | her 
What wou'dft thou ves, own bio oe omits lg nh ny | 

Egb. I come with joyful tidings! | 
The welcome meſſenger of peace and freedom! 
Strike off their chains! 
Arib. Amazement] Whence this turn! 
Egb. Ye ſeem ſurpriz d! Know then, the royal Anfrid, 
Touch'd with compaſſion for your fate and virtues, 

Wou' d ſoften your diſtreſ He bids you hope ! 

_ Ed. Compaſſion! Hope? Think'ſt thou, deluded fave, 

That Edwin &er will meanly ſtoop for life, 

And bow his freeborn neck before a tyrant ? | 


Favours 
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Favours from him? Away ſcorn the 4 
For virtue brightens every kak, and ſheds aint ] 
A ſplendour on them far beyond the bie TT 
Till in 66 eee ka 6 m be? 
A death of glory ſeals my juft renown? phtzong dat M. 
Ego. Be yet advis d and give my tale the he ek 1 
Conſcious of virtue's charms the king admires 
The greatneſs of your foul in vain oppos © © 
By death in all its terrours! He laments 450 
The ſad neceſſity that arm d ſuch wortn 
Againſt his royal life; and even now, _ | 
To ſue and from your hand intreat a boon? 
IntreatsNay yields on any term to gain crit: ä 
Vour friendſhip Hear me ſtill for fuch a our * SET 
His gratitude returns life, empire, all f bas child oT 
The ſhining fortune that . heir 9 d 
Of Anfrid's CLOWN ben el % 007 h ne 
. 


„„ 

Edi. Intreats my friendſhip faidſt thou? 
Has he forgot that Oſwin was my father 37970 
My friendſhip? If I &er- renounce revenge, 
If I forgive him, may the hand 6f infamy 

Write coward on my e ereſt - 5 A's 
What! wou'd he proffer to my touch, a * 
Red in a parent's blood, and bribe me to it 
With promiſe of ſucceſſion to a throne 
Thats mine by birth already? Grov'ling „iet 
Mean-ſoul'd uſurper ATP . 

Egb. Prince, you wrong his purpoſe 1 
Impatient ſtill your fiery temper blazes, 
Nor waits the fair concluſion of my fd 
Tis not with empire only he wou d court you! 8 
No, he already knows your gen rous ſoul | 
Deſpiſes pow'r ! To more exalted joys, 
To tranſports worthier of an hero's breaſt. 
He wou'd invite you! To the ſweets of love! 5 
To bliſs and Ethelinda 8 
| Edw. O ye pow'rs! | 
Ethelinda! Did you not ſay Ethelinda? 


NR 

NN i411 9 TT On 

Love, joy, and hymen win 1 crown a your — 

In the poſſeſſion of that charming princeſs 

With all that's lovely in her ſex! Then haſte - 0 

And ſeize the glorious prize—Your tongue this moment . 
May fix your future W 

Lil. sen 5 

Let me conjure you to "— my 1. cc 10 0 

And fly this treach rous ſaare: Let not the heron 

The fatal charms af all- ſubduin ere 1 2 bp 

Tempt you to yield to this a t alliance. | 

Edu. Riſe Aribert! No e ee O ny” — 
At ſuch a time when all my thoughts were turn d 

On nobler objects! almoſt wean' d from earth 

Bleſt in the bright conception, in the boretaſte A 

Of heav'nly j Joys ſt; une} 4 


EI. Vou dar- * 


E 


. 
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Tell him no racks, no tortures e 'er ſhall ſhake 


[ 154 J 
Edu. [Afide.] Tis but one pang, and then 
Come death. Come ſweet oblivion of my woes! 


Jo Egbert.) Go, tell the tyrant I have heard his offers! . 


Tell him, I lov'd, O how fincerely lovd, 
Dearer than life, than empire, Ethelinda ! N 


Tell him, that he, who cou' d ſuppreſs a paſſion 


So pure, ſo fervent, cannot feel a torture 
Fierce as the pangs of diſappointed love, 


Or taſte one joy but in the thoughts of vengeance--- | 
Egb. How? Is it thus you d mn iy, 


Returning ſtern defiance to > his . 
Reflect a while * e 
Edu. Peace ſlave, and ſpare thy labour! 
For I am fixt, unalterably fickt | 
His mortal foe ! Begone and tell him this! 


My reſolution ! 

Egb. Thou ſhalt prove it ſoon?! 
Perverſe and obſtinate to mercy's call ! 
Ungratefal rebel! Yes, he ſhall be told it ! 
| Anfrid ſhall know thy pride Expect me foon-— | 


[2571] 
The dreaded. miniſter. of royal juſtice, -, 
And flighted goodneſs! Tremble, for the bolt 
Already's pointed at thy impious head! _ | 
Edu. Then let it fall—Avaunt and bear thy een = 3 
| [Exit Egbert.] 


O Aribert your friend is fck of lie | 
This rage of warring paſſions, theſs quick tides "oe 
Of varying griefs, this anarchy: of ſoul, /, | 

Have made exiſtence grievous! When will death 

Steal grateful on my woes! My only hopes 


Y Strange to relate! hang on the tyrant's fury: 


"Tis hence I wait the end of all my ſorrows! 8 
| Arib. Compoſe his thoughts, kind ak O noble 8 
To what a pitch of greatneſa has thy worth 
Spite of diſtreſs and cruel fortune, ſoar d? 
onder long 


Believe me, ſilent joy and v 
| Have paus d with ſecret rapture on this laſt, 

This painful effort of thy virtue! Heav'ns! n 
Beauty, ambition, crowns with ſoorn unn 3 
And death embrac'd, ev' n hen the prime of nn 

het ſpreads its * bloom u pon thy check, 
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Courts thee with ev'ry joy! O glorious coden! 
Worthy of Edwin! of Northumbtia's king! 


Hark whence that noiſe The priſon door unlocks! 


Look who cotnes here 
Enter à Stranger, with a dark Ln 
Edu. Some miniſter of tyrants! 105 
Then welcome fate! Stranger, hoer thou art, 
That trembling hand, thoſe timid wers declare de 
An unreſol wd aſſaſſin—If thy dagger 120 


Thirſts for my blood, let it now write its bps . 


On this undaunted breaſt—-Strike then and boldly! 


Stran. Unjuſt ſuſpicion! Look upon this face! 2 


Say! Do theſe eyes betray a murd'rers heart, 

And wildly roll with horrid thoughts of blood? 
Thou can'ſt not read th' aſſaſſin in my books! 

So calm a brow no villain cou'd aſſume, | 

So full of truth and- holy friendſhip's el 


Edu Thy pardon, gentle youth! The more I gaze, 


The more I'm loſt in wonder at thy form! 5 


Heav'n's ſelf ſeems painted on thy placid brow, 7 


Muning the dark Lantern fo as that the light falls on his face. 


$ + 
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And conſcious virtue wears the brighter dreſs 


Of youthful charms! Sure thou'rt ſome pitying 6 


Who com'ſt to calm my ſorrows! To ſupport 
This ſoul unequal to its taſk! 
Stran. Miſtake not! 

But know me for a mortal frail-and wretched! 
Vet one not deaf to pity 's melting call, 

But apt to ſympathize with ſuff ring worth: 
One, who can boaſt that he is Edwin's friend! 
Friend of his virtue! Fate and the ties of birth 
Have bound my love and ſervices to Anfrid; 
| | Yet ſtill no partner in his hapleſs crimes 

I fain wou'd ſave thee from his guilty rage. 
'Tis this intent, that thro ſurrounding guards, 
Thro' gloomy tow'rs, has led me to your priſon, 
And bids me ſet you free: Say, will you yield 
To owe your liberty to Anfrid's friend, aft 
And truſt your perſon to his honeſt care? 


Edv. wen cnſpr ace ar offer !- 


To doubt thee were a crime, for in thoſe eyes 
Fair truth and lovelieſt candour fit enthron'd! | 


4 


[48 ]” 
O virtuous youth, how ſhall ſuch wond'rous worth, 
Such goodneſs be rewarded d. + | 
Stran. By itſelf! | 
Its own applauſe contents the noble mind 
Poſſeſt of that, it laughs at baſe detraQion ! 

But when that's wanting, worlds approve in vain! | 
Edu. How juſtly thought! Vet know, illuſtrious youth, 
That ſeeming to diſſuade, you but provoke 
My gratitude the more Here, before Jove, 

The judge ſupreme and arbiter of mortals, 

I vow, if e'er to a paternal throne | 

His mercy ſhall reſtore an injur'd prince; 

To hold thee deareſt to this grateful heart, 

To grant thee ev'ry wiſh thy ſoul can form, 
And know no joy thy friendſhip ſhall not ſhare! 

Nay more-— 1 85 
Stran. Enough! Vou have forgot our purpoſe--- 
The haſty moments chide our ſtay ; and „ 
Has almoſt ſpent her reign! Let's haſte, my prince, 

While ſleep yet brooding with his dewy wings 


Infolds the city round—-Buried in wine 


63 © 
And deep repoſe, your — are ſtretch d Then follow, 
And unperceiv'd eſcape theſe priſon walls! | 4 
Edu. Come then, and may the guardian eye of providence —— ; N 
Guide our benighted ſteps ! O Aribert, Dn oe 


Ne'er let the noble mind reſign its hopes, 
Its virtuous truſt: Heavn oft from means unſeen 


Crowns us with ſucceſs, and tho thouſand dangers, 

Ten thouſand deaths encompaſs us around, 

Still providence preſides! When that protects, 

in vain the riſing waves the deep deform ! 

In vain deſtruQion rides upon the ſtorm! 

It ſpeaks! and lo, the angry murmurs ceaſe, | 

The falling billows foften into peace; 

To port once more the favour'd allies glide, 

| Safe from the tempeſts rage, and fury of the tide! [Exeunt. 


End | of the Fourth Acr. 
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SCENE, « Hall in the Rel Pal 


7" OR Anfrid es Egbert. 


Anf. D Efus d my offers, ſaidit thou? Now by A TONE 
This ſtrange perverſeneſs diſappoints my hopes . 


And grieves me much But hence, miſtaken pity! 


Who ſcorns my mercy, juſtifies my rage, 
And merits well the fate his folly ſeals! 
Thinks not my Egbert ſo? 


Egb. Moſt true, my liege! 2 
Tis ſelf-defence unſheaths your ſword and . 
Chides each delay Then let his death this hour 5 


Secure your empire! 


Anf. Be it ſo, my friend 


Do thou conduct theſe rebels to the ſcaffold, 


And ſee that treaſon meets its juſt reward 
Enter a Meſſenger haſtily. 
How! interrupted? Whence, preſuming ſlave, 


This bold intruſion on a monarch's preſence? 


Me 


I 181 8 | 2 
J — Hags—pagdon: the now Xen . 
This hapleſs tongue is Rin n 9 ek en 85 I 
Anf. Daſtard ſpeak! e 95ͤͥͤ 
Quick give thy tidings, e with 5 ='f 
And ſhake elſewhere ! 
Me. The eigtive got wh lord— 
Meſſ. Are eſcap'd and fled | | 
Auf Confuſion How? 
Me, We know e Ma 
The captain of the guards Albina's 8 
Contriv'd the means: His flight confirms — N 
Confuſion reigns in ew ry ſtreet The crowd | 82 io K 
Of madding populace exclaims, to arms, 
And haſtes to flock beneath ſedition's banners! 
In vain your faithful ſubjects wou'd oppoſe. them; 
Tumult and rage prevail From ev ry quarter 
Thick torches gleam! and with Ame ac 
Th pudacious rabble echo > back the ſounds tilt l . 
Of liberty and Edwin! | 1 | 8 


Anf. Howes ont ; 
' a 1 . 2 7 ad 
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E 
Death! E here, we're betray'd---Haſte—bid ray renin 
Stand forth to arms—and with a choſen banda 
Chaſtiſe theſe rioters—On pain of death ! gn | 
Let ev'ry citizen forſake the ſtreets— - ' . _ 185 io ant 
Fly and proclaim my orders! | 1 ln Exit. Egbert. 
Sure the pow'rs Brei act ir 1 | 


Of hell are all combin'd 1 my U e ee 9 80 
Accurſt ambition How have thy illuſ.ons i — 
Miſled me, as the meteor's treach'rous blaze, fires aha . 


Thro' pathleſs wilds, to gulphs and ſteeps abrupt * 

Decei ves the traveller's benighted ſtep— 2 I ning <0 

What noiſe was that? Oh coward guilt that tarts. ETD eo A? 

And trembles at its | eats ita | Fre 
The ſtill dead ſilence of the night alarms me, 

And buſy fancy to my trembling eye. 5 — 

Athwart its gloom ten thouſand horrid forms : 

Preſents, and doubles all its horrours ! Held! 

Down! down reflection Ah Kt is in vain— 


Tis tumult all within nn 


| Enter a lan Me lues. ; 
Another too! 


Out with thy meſſage, and the gods e config thee! 


2d. Me. 


24. M Dread fir, your guards this me 
Falſe Aribert, within the palace lurking - | 
On murderous intent This dagger ſousdd 
Conceal d about him, 0 his herrid' TON N 
He waits without in chains! . | 

Ai. Hal Sayſt thou "TY 
I was too raſh to curſe thee, ere heard ub 
Thy tale deliver d Go, drag in the flave=—' be MP 
There i is a comfort yet in righteous vengeance! 

Guards enter with Aribert in chains. 
Approach thou traitor! Thou abhorr d aſſaſſin?!n nal) 
What! Dar ſt thou yet ſuſtain the awful glanccee 
Of injur'd majeſty? Oh harden d villain! _ 55 
But 1 will make thee feel me quick produce 
The rack and inftruments of torture there— 
Now ſlave— 1 ein ogy 
Til triumph o'er thy wide and ae thee own, 
With anguiſh own the juſtioe of my fury. 
* Arib. Away—thy. hopes are vain ·Enthronꝰ d in conſtancy" 
The firm intrepid ſoul defies thy pow, 55 + 971 5 
ing ſmiles e on the body's wreck::: 2 50 # 
N Ye gn, "1 * 


"a * , * 
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L 46% * 
- Haſte then incceu'd-Propain each murd ring cage 


With which fell malice and inventive crucky 
Have arm'd death's gentler hand and thou thalt ue rn 

How poor, how much below me is thy Oe 

A mortal raging 'gainſt the _ r divine 


5 2 T — 
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Of ſacred virtue 
Anf. Haſte ye tedious ſlaves! 
I laugh by hell to think this virtuous ſage, 
This grave philoſopher will ſoon forget 
His ſtoic leſſons, and confeſs he feels; 
Confeſs, his virtue cannot change his nature 
Or blunt the piercing tecl-—Ha" whence theſe cries, 
Thoſe deafning ſhouts and ſhrill-reſounding trumpets 
Mix'd with the claſh of ſwords?-— - 
| Enter Egbert, bis Sword drawn. 
Egb. Arm, arm, my liege! 
The foe. approaches—Thro' the palace gates 


% —ſ I K WES w I IT oe eo 95... ———H— — 


They ve forc'd their pafſſage! Edwin | heads the rebels, reg 


| And ſweeps his way impetuous---Scarce can ee 
Defend the entrance of the i inner court— 
They call for Anfrid, and refuſe to fight, 
Unleſs you lead them on. 
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| A "Tis well—1 6% Ans bh rb awe) 
Once more to conquer and: maintain crown. tr 
Guard well the pris ner — Tia my will and de, 
His fate be yet delay d, till my return ” 
Reſtores: his much-lov'd- Edwin to his arms, 
To ſhare his chains ad echo back his runs 
Come Egbert. let us haſte— - Y 4 

Arib. Unleſs this PRO FS reve 
This joyful are Go ge eee = 


A wond'rous revolution ſoon ſhall mark 


2 
. 


In brighteſt charaQters Northumbria 8 anne, 
It will be ſo-—The genius of our country | 
Uprears his awful head, ſpurns off his bonds, 
And treads oppreſſion grov ling in the duſt. 5 


„„ „ 4 


He ſmiles upon the fight, inſpires with vigour : 5 
In ev ry breaſt that combats for Northumbria, De 

Th' exalted ſenſe of publick good; the love, I 

The noble love of fame on virtue founded, „00 


And death, how charming to the patriot's eye! 
Hark rar re engag 'd—O what, a ſhout was there! 


wot 
4 
* 


* mY of liberty, liter] 
My 


F 8 


[ x66 1 


My boſoh glows diſtended at the found! * IT 
And muſt I languiſn in theſe e 00 0. 51 Nom nt). 
Panting i in vain. to ſhare the wiſh' d-for Avant 


Ah cruelty of fate! = my727 Yar uf Feral or 2d ele .,, 
Enter Edgar and Hermenfred with « pary of 4, tb 7 


O welcome friends!. 


How fates the king? \ Yet loſe not time in ee 
But free me from theſe ignominious bond]! 
Give me a ſword—1 thank carer let's on. | [Eon] ; 


8 CE N E. 4 Court before. the Palace. 25 
Enter Anfrid leading i in Egbert wounded, „ 
ae 


Bgb. I can no more—Here leave me to expire, 


And fave yourſelf—Ply, ere urrounding foes | 


Prevent eſcape— ; . 
Anf. No Egbert! Since the pow” rs a | = 
Are arm'd againſt my empire, let my death | 1 
Satiate their wrath—[ cannot bear to fly F 
And leave my friends, my gen 'rous friends, who ſt gill, f 
With def] pirate valour face the oonqu ring bands; 
Retarding their approach-—Alas, my Egbert 
Death's painted in a thy cheek ! Thou dy'ſt! 3 
gb. 


t i 1 


255 (pile e Wendt aired 
Your hand =_ down] The be ae * 
Swims in theſe orbs · And night comes faſt upon m. - | 
Dreadful to think O Anfrid, where art thou / 
Save me protect me from, theſe horrid fſiendss | WW. 
| That preſs upon my ſoul—Sce, Oſwin's there — 49 6. 422 |. 1M 


A 


He drags me to the gulph—Hell e ma- 
O what a fearful ſigkt Tis: guilt creates | 
Theſe horrours!—Ah, why did my 8 n 
Deſtroy a mes ae HF | * 7744 Fa 
Auf. Alas bwas ! Na 8 
That urg d thy Gyord nat the pious Ofen 
For me is Egbert wretehed Can I bear 
This agonizing ſight No! Thad: [11 join thee { Jed 
And ſhare thy future lot - bean, to yr TY 
Egb. [Rai ing himſelf:},l Tring Wit hold! 

Add not new „ al 1 10 1. 
Vield not to raſh deſpair : thou yet eee n 

I had forgot Oh give me breath kind gods— e,, 
To tell him all-—Juſt, as I. ſought the we. 
| Returning from the fight—I met Albina, - Cie UE RLA's2 46h 
4 ex | | And 


232 
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[ x88 ]- 
And by her was inform'd that Ethelinda— . 
I now-—oh [ana [Dies] : ih " E Rd Dan þ ey TH 10's 

As,. No more!—$o wou'd thy tongue bave an. k 

But fate cut ſhort the tale! And do I loiter ET OJ 4 
When ev'ry motive bids me die? Come then, | am 278 

a Story, do thy office here! 52-008 7H Pegs sli 1685 1 

. be raiſes the 8 enter Davin, Hermenkred, S. 

Edwin wreſts it 845 A 54 03.9 6 3607 $9 
Edu. No, , uw if! mnyoOriOE 2: _ 
Thou ſhalt not ſcape me n art my iim, * Kerk 
And ſtriv'ſt in vain At length thy crimes are full! 
At length the blood that from the hallow'd tomb 
Of martyr d Oſwin calls aloud for vengeance,” OO 
Shall be appeas'd! Before that very ſhrine 
 Ers the next ſun to the meridian climbs 

Thou ſhalt be offer d to a father's manes, N 55 
And cloſe the impious actions of thy life!“ 3 
That be thy doom But ſay, iluſtrious Dae {5 08 51% 
Where is the godlike youth, that pave me beter Y 
Say, is he ſafe? Conqueſt is nothing elſe; © raid. Nas. . 
And ev'n revenge grows ry gh. t I 10161 
but. 5 i  * | 


% 


1 — 


Edg. This moment; 261 joi join'd thy conquing ans, 
With Aribert I left him i in yon court, 
From further ſlaughter ſtriving to reſtraiinn 
Our angry ſoldiers, and to * the b : 
But ſee— He comes! * ic 
Enter the Stranger, | PER 
Ed. O welcome to my arms - Fewo 
My kind deliverer! In Edwin nor 
Behold a king who boaſts himſelf your friend, 
And waits with tranſport to reward * merit. 
By heav'ns, the very thought makes empire ſweet! 
Stran. Then here embolden'd by ſuch gen rous 3 
I claim your facred promiſe and— 
Edi. Enough 
Thy claim is juſt and ſhall not be defrauded— - 
Ak what thou wilt, tis my ! | 
Stran. Let my tears We 
Witneſs how much I tant you or your boa! 
Vet know this humble heart, devoid of b 
Forms only one, one W wiſh, - 
A captive's forfeit life·- Ai hn. N 1 Anfrid. 


y 
of; 


„ 


Ed. How Anfrid? Is it then for AnfriCs lis 


ö Recall the vain requeſt, for :know fond youth, . ö / 


: Spite of my love I muſt deny thee this! 52:5 e oel vin mu 
Stran. What! break thy Rey Anſwers Edwin Him?) 
Canſt thou 
Edw. It grieves me to "_ it— Thou Sued! 
He dies Ton r e at eee i ee 
Stran. Is it then ſo? O aarredb truth Hr niz & blog q 
Where ſhall we 66 in enen Eu 
Or who ſhall raiſe-thee altars in his breaſt . 
If Edwin thus contemns thee? If a king 
Forgets his duty? Does not holy truth A 
Sit awful on the hallow'd lip of kings, 
And honour on her deathleſs page enroll e ie den - 
8 - Each ſolemn, firm, inviolable word? LT ba 
Edw. Think not, illuftrious youth, I rally _ 
And trample on the ties of regal honour! | 
No, witneſs heav'n!-ewn at 8 51 (1113.9 
How fierce a war rages within my breaſt” 0 | 
Of adverſe ſentiments, while ling ring doubt riches 8 0 A 


„ 
2 


Holds reſolution capfive—Teach me ye pow'rs . 5 : 


To nnn. en eee be 27 900-1500 


ib. Al hal my king! The fan's firſt an tun 


That newly bluſhes in the golden caſt,. 
| Riſes illuſtrious on Northumbtia 's freedom, 7 20] 
And ſeems to guild this iſle with double luſtre! 
This: let me pay my ene 
Edu. Riſe Aribert, Pear tu 
Thou faithful friend, and Grain Som: deſtruction! 
Oh ſhield me from his earneſt fond intreaties, | 
From my own promiſe giv'n! or teach me bon 
That 'tis no crime to pardon Anfrid's guilt! 
Strun. Alas can mercy, attribute of heay'n, 
Be deem'd a crime? |, $ lol .o 
. Juſt Gods! can Edwin pauſe - i Nt 
One moment in ſuſpenſe? What, — 
Vour oath were giv'n! Axe any oaths ay 
To bind you down to parricide? Dig pins: obs 
Behold me kneel! Recall my tender labour. 


My fond inſtrucuhon of thy helpleſs years, A1 NA 2:60 . 


by 270 10 | | Z 2 


PF] 


I 172 1 

My ſervices as yet unpaid! For theſe 1100 
I aſk but one return! Preſerve your duty, bun 83 2 vm T 
Your filial love inviolate! Remember 
How much you owe the mem'ry of your father -R. 
He died, my prince, to ſave you! His laſt pray rss 
Were made for you; and if amidſt his woes af 
One tear eſcap'd, it fell at thought of you | 
An orphan left! Oh then revenge his pangs, 
Appeaſe his ſhade, and by one act of juſtice 
Atteſt the noble blood from whence you're basel 

Ed. Enough -He dies this moment? 1 2:87 654g 

„ Stran. Hold—oh hold-— FFF 
Hear me yet more —-If _ have mercy, hear me "£51 
Yet ſftay-— 4 

Edw. Then ſpeak! but be aſſur d, this heart 
Is ſteel d againſt all arguments of pity! | 
| Stran. Lend me your eloquence, celeſtial pow'rs! 
And thou kind mercy from thy throne of light, 
Shed on theſe lips the gently-falling dew. £4 
Of ſoft perſuaſion! Teach, oh teach my v voice. 
To bend his ſtubborn ſoul— Behold me Edwin! 


Thus 


e 

Thus humbly on my knees I bend for mercy! 
Remember that theſe pray'rs, theſe tears' of mine 
Are regiſter” d in heav'n! Remember it beholds, - 
And pauſe a while—If cer one ray benign 


Of pity dawn'd within your yielding breaſt, 


If cer you trembled for the loy'd repoſe - 

Of what you hold moſt dear, review your ſentence, 5 
. And think, ah think this Anfrid has a daughter! 
Judge of her breaſt by thine! what piercing woe, 
What exquiſite diſtreſs muſt ſoon be her's, ' 
 Doom'd to lament a wretched parent ſlain 
Ev'n by the man ſhe lov'd! £7 

Edio. Diſtracting ſtate! 
Oh! thou haſt wak d a thought unmans me quite, 


And thaws me into ſoftneſs! Yes! his daughter 


Her pangs—-There pity bleeds indeed Oh Gods 
I'm on the brink of ruin! What ſhall I do! 

Arib. Do that, which done crowns you with endleſs glory! | 
That, which becomes the hero and the ſon! 
There greatly ſacrifice to filial duty, 3s [Printing to Anfrid. 
And be immortal! 4 Shs ED 


Stran. 


Baffles thy fond entreaties! Die then tyrant, | 


Th PE 

Stran. Oh inhuman wretch-— | 2 S 
Shou'd Jove thus hear thy pray'rs—-buit heed him not, 

O gracious 25604 & wares 8280 gen rous bear. 1 | 


And pardon— 


Edw. No! It is in vain you plead-— e * 55 
A father's blood cries loudly for revenge, 5 


And nature's eloquence with tacit plea 


Tis Oſwin, Oſwin nerves my filial arm, 


And guides this fatal fword— | 


[As he goes to flab Anfrid, the Stranger _ ET * 
receives the ſword in his breaſt. 33 


Stran. Here —Sheath it here 
Edi. O fatal raſhneſs! 
Ill-fated Edwin Fly, oh fly, my friends, 
Quick, bring ſome aid Who ſaves his valued life, 


My kingdom ſhall reward him 


Stran. Ye ſtrive in vain | 

I die a wretch unworthy of your care-- — | 
'Tis to my heart! I feel death's icy pow'r 

Creep thro' each vein; and bleſs, expirin g bleſs 
The hand that ſeals—loſt Ethelinda's peace! 


L 178 1 


| Omnes. Ethelinda! 2 ob 

| Ethel. With bluſhes 1 — | 

And but for motives which ye ſoon ſhall know, 

This ſecret, buried with my hapleſs frame, 

Had ſlept for ever in my tomb! But oh 

My father's life—If ought within your breaſt 

Of pity riſes for a wretch like me ; 

If love, that love, which ſpite of female ſhame 
In this unſeemly dreſs array d a virgin, 

Claims, Edwin, ought from thee; hear now the laſt 

Requeſt that Ethelinda e er ſhall make! 

Pardon my wretched father, ſpare his age, 

And leave his crimes to anguiſh and remorſe! 

Oh ſpeak My foul but tarries for the word— 


Edw. What can fay, O thou i . 


If ſealing of his pardon calms thy ſoul, 
(Hear it not ſhade of my dear-honour'd parent!) eh 
1 leave thy father to avenging heav'n! 


Ethel. Then peace dawns iid on _ dase 
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To curb the anguiſh ſwelling in this breaſt-- 

Let me be calm, nor with 5 frantic woe 

Diſturb her lateſt moments! . 

Ethel. Let a word, | 
Ere fate for ever ſilences this tongue! 

I ſee the warring paſſions of thy ſoul | 

Lab'ring for utt'rance, and thy pallid cheek 
Betray deſpair! If thou lov'ſt Ethelinda, 
Live to preſerve her mem'ry! Live I charge thee ! Þ 
Live for a nation's good—-If chance a tear 

Drops at the mention of our former loves, 
Indulge the penſive thought! and give one moment 
To the remembrance of thy Ethelinda! 
Oh may it ever ſoften, not afflict + 
Thy gen'rous heart; and may th' indulgent Gods 1 
Shed bleſſin gs large as Ethelinda's love 
Upon her Edwin May-ſome worthier maid— 
With kinder fate--ſucceed--to all his fondneſs—- | 
And—make him—oh—— [Dies. 
| Edw. She's gone! ſhe's gone for ever! 

And with her--all my peace! There tyrant view, 
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iewy 
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af. ee mme 3 fol. 


; $ . 1 £ A - a * « — px * A * 9 27 : 2 N — 
O my dear child! Sad victim of my crimes 
: 1 : 1 5 6 9 wh 1 * . * 2 A 4 . 5 7 i 1 ＋ FR TORE 3 | 4, 
How dearly nene ds _ 168 crbonſt vor] 
„ 9893 4 * 


I cannot bear the ſig 
Lead me to — all 8 ri blo S Spit 
Edu. [Rang. Who talks of death, av ia endl de., 

And wafts celeſtial muſic to my ear: gh 


"Tis heav'n that calls, and I « Ke 


This ſword ſhall give me reſt ! l 8 1 VfB; 


Arib. Forbid it virtue! Dun mn; oor. 10A 
It muſt not be - Aſũſt me all my 
To wreſt the von from his deſp rate nnn; enact) 


en _ him from tent 0 AYE vontsibgt Agne n 


2 nn Strict dt ren a 


My Aribert too / Then din a wretch indeed, el a 
73018 3 N A a If * 


U 178 of 


If he, my friend, my father, more an father, 12 115 5 31 
If he with cruel friendſhip thus denies me 1! Locle | 
The laſt fad refuge from defpairing woe! BEN fr buftel eval 
Inhuman! Is it thus you love your prince 
Arib. Unmerited reproach! Behold theſe hairs, nboitd\-Q 
Which age and care, care of thy lov'd repoſe ' N N 
Have ſilver d in thy ſervice! View theſe eyes! 
They ſtream for thee, my Edwin-—Witneſs heav' „ 0b vl 
As freely wou'd this hand to give thee peace, not J0 T 71891 
Sluice theſe old veins and drain their crimſon tide! 1 ar bg 
Alas! he heeds me e ee e on e . 
Edw. What groan was that 
Arib, My deareſt prince, 'tis _ en _ 
That mocks your ear! for i eig Edt D709 
Ediv. ¶ Raving.] Again, and deeper Oy 10 . 5 
Ha! what do I ſee? what ſudden ray of light 
Gleams o'er yon cloud, and ſkirts its glowing fleece 
With purple radiance! What fair-ſmiling ſeraph”' 
Waves. her bright plume, and ſcems t invite me hence? 
Tis ſhe! Oh tranſport! Tis my love—Harkt Liften! © 
What ſweetly-breathing ſounds, what/ſolemn'airs' 1 
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Float on the wind! 
That kindle love ar 
His brain's diſturb d 
Edu. [Raving.] See, ſec, the 


And chides my fond delay—O ſtay. | 
My ſoul's already wing d to take her G 
And burſting from its earthly Tug 
Pants to rejoin thee—-Whence that full 5 v1 
That ſpreads between us! What portentous form 
The monſter dares my rage! 

This for my own, this for my country's wrongs! _ 
DiſtraQion—ah ſhe dies-+She dies 11 yl 


Arib. He faints—E 
Beneath the tide of wild tumultuous paſſions 
Sinks overwhelm'd—Reftore, him t 
All-gracious provi 
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To calm returning reaſon wake thoſe eyes, {Daves oi no l 
Or in your mercy ſeal them now for ver- vo! alba gt 
He breathes That ſigh declares it-—See once more Arche 
His languid drbs-undlos'd reſume the day! OURS et Ub] 
How fares it with: my prince? Th ee 7 595 [ [on OY aA 
Edw. Ha! pere dt 1. M Org bacl ym obig bub 
Aribert! Edgar! O my faithful friends, 72 vbeole 81 vil 
Am I then curſt withlife! noting h 83 5 wh gniſhud bah 
Arib. My deareſt liege, 184497 Sono d aii 03 2205 i 


Reject the gloomy counſels of deſpair, | Fe 2519 {1 88825 pb TIE 
And be yourſelf again: Think that a three 3 
Demands thy care, and that a nation waits ook of} Hat! 5 fi 
To hail with glad acdaim thy righteous ſway Wc nom ofT 
From thence expects à radiant train of years ts; 
} l 21291 92 


To beam illuſtrious o'er this happ Aland. e 
Rich in the mingled ſweets of peace and freedom! 


Wake then, my king, to this amen aft de- ai 
This glorious toil, . Had all re 
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"q 8 $7919 
To peace and j joy ! e wid 24001 
Edu. Joy ſaidſt thou Oh to me 2 8 F 18 8 {A115 12 
Joy never more ſhall dawn, hope never leg 
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itneſs that bleeding victim 
'Ev'n yet my country's peace 


And ſhall employ my 
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Aſcend my throne and 
eply not But obeyVirtues like thine #9 
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| Farewell---Be bleſt—Let none purſue my ſteps—' 

Adieu for ever, thou deteſted light!' 

Deſpair and horrour, anguiſh and remorſe, 5 

With the dread curtains of eternal night 188 

Cloſe me for ever round Hence let me n for; | 

To thickeſt wilds of pathleſs folitudes, pp, 

And ſunleſs caverns, —— as * 15 

And count the tedious 5 by debe i groansz 

Till haply life worn with conſuming wowee 

Sinks all at once, and theſe pale dying lis 

In falt' ring accents murmur, Ethelinda !. 72 aud KK 

Heave with that mnch-lov'd name—Then cloſe Gin i ben 
Anf. O fatal day, that ſeats an odious crown 

On this unhappy brow ! Deteſted gift, 

That robs a nation of the beſt of princes! . 

Down ſwelling thought—O thou lamented fair,. 

Full heavily has Jove's offended Juſtice | ne dhe: ga by 

Thus viſited in thee a father's.crimes; . 40 41 | 

Crimes, which outweigh'd in the EY Gale Deena e 

Thy virtue, and her ſoft attendant train ans, 
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Avails not, let us pay the laſt ſad 


Of true eſteem! And let each fur'ral'rit, 


: 


Each honour that can glad thy gentle ſhade, | 


- . * : * 
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Wait on thoſe ſacred 2e&—7AsS for thee, _ N 25 8 


Auf. Death! Tis m 


Arxrib. No! Thou ſhalt live e Do Bae: Pele a2 = 
The dying prayer of thy unhappy daughter Hi ts 5 1 *t | 
| Obtain'd that favour! Live then- wt live unbleſ t 1 
Let fell remorſe and ever- during woe ; ff 
Sit heavy on thy. mind, let , ES 


Viſit alone the horrours of thy priſon ! to | 


There groan in darkneſs and perpetual chains! TO 7 


ry 


Guards take hin hence! | 5 7 e | - 
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Anf. O moſt ſevere 


Vouchſafe to give me death?—Break heart and eng 


! Stern juſtice has its due 


** 
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Are theſe rewards for goodneſs? Hold, raſh Gab 12 ward . 

What haſt thou ſaid! Whom cenſur di O thou Powr r 

All-wiſe, and All-benevolent! To.thee / ' oO 

Humbly I bow! O teach my ſtubbom heat 

To bend obedient to thy will ſupremm 7 © 

And bleſs the goodneſs that inflicts the wound! eie 
Behold Ambition here thy dreadful fate, wy 0 ya: 

And tremble tyrants *midſt your purple ſtate! e | 

Behold how guilt fill leads to gloomy woe, ot ous 

And midſt your triumphs future mournings grow! — PERL n . i 

Nor yet on you alone the bolt deſcends, ee ee oe. 40 : x i 

But glances oft upon your gulltleſs friends; an | LEES 

On them, oft Hear n repays andther's deed, AT g 04-0180 + / 

And for the Parents crimes-—the Children bleed!” on mY 


At length, and falls tremendous'on thy head! 
But oh my friends, why do 1 weep the fall 
Of innocence and virtue? Haſt 
Reſerv'd me to this ſight! Are theſe the Shws: -> 2605 anbno Berl 
I fondly promis'd my dechning years2-: fs hin Bod: no wv 1 - Mb 
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